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Chapter 1 
Sirius Observatory Murder Case 


iL 


| seem to shed a lot of tears while sleeping. 
Why am | crying. 

Is it because something sad has happened? 
Or is it because | had that dream again? 
The reason isn’t very clear. 

My face is full of tears. 


When | tried to wipe my face, | suddenly felt an inexplicable sense 
of incongruity. 


My right hand can’t reach my face. 

| felt pain in my wrist. 

That kind of stimulation made my consciousness a little clearer. 
| slowly woke up my still dazed self and looked at my right wrist. 


There is an unfamiliar bracelet around it. It’s dark, shiny and looks 
very sturdy. There is even a chain attached to it, which makes it 
far from what you can call cute. 


This is not to my liking. 


The chain is the biggest problem. As soon as | move my right 
hand, the chain tightens, making me unable to move. My right 
hand was pulled over the top of my head and restrained. Looking 
along the chain, at the end of it is another bracelet, which is being 
worn by the foot of a bed. 


In my hazy consciousness, | finally understood what kind of 
situation | am in now. 


I’m not lying on the bed, but on the ground. It seems that my right 
hand was handcuffed to the foot of the bed. Only my right hand is 
handcuffed, the other parts of my body can freely move. 


| crawled over to the bed with both hands and feet, and came to a 
place where my right hand can move freely to a certain extent, | 
supported myself with the floor by both hands, and slowly pushed 
myself up to a sitting position. 


| felt dizzy for a while. 
What happened? 
Why did | faint in such a place? 


As soon as | tried to recall, the images in my memory appeared 
like white noise. | tried to reconcile it, searching in my earlier 
memories. 


The first image that appeared was that disturbing sign. 


The words written on the sign flashed in my mind. 


‘Welcome to the Picturesque Sirius Observatory’ 


On the sign that emerged from the darkness, part of the word 
‘Picturesque’ was painted with an X on it in red spray paint, and 


the word ‘Despair’ was written above it. | wonder who made that 
prank. 


‘Welcome to the Despairesque Sirius Observatory’ 


Right, this is a building called the Sirius Observatory. It’s a 
privately-owned observatory. It is said that when viewed from the 
sky, the entire building is the shape of a star. In this star shape, 
the five isosceles triangles with acute angles as the vertices each 
have five glass-inlaid rooms, and the regular pentagon in the 
center is a dome-shaped hall, where | heard that observations of 
the Milky Way were made in the past. 


It seems that | fell unconscious in one of the rooms. 
My memory gradually became clear. 

| can remember now. 

My name is...... 

Samidare Yui, 16 years old. 

lam a detective. 


Due to a commission from an important person, five detectives 
including me were called to the Sirius Observatory. For detectives, 
commissions are tantamount to a reason for existence. let alone it 
being a commission full of mystery, its charm makes it irresistible 
to us. 


However, no client appeared this time. 


By now, there is probably no need for doubt, we must have been 
deceived. We were summoned here by someone with criminal 
intentions, that's why I’m in this kind of predicament. 


As the situation became clearer, | began to feel fear. Although | 
don’t know who is responsible for this, I’m completely deprived of 


my freedom under this abnormal situation. It’s especially true that 
| was toyed with by someone when | was unconscious. 


It gave me goose bumps all over my body. Did that person do 
anything strange to me? All in all, it is a blessing that there is no 
pain or trauma visible on my body. 


| straightened my crooked glasses and looked around. 


My backpack is on the bed. In other words, it seems that this is 
my room. The curtains on the windows are still drawn. | can't see 
the outside, which means it’s definitely not the brightest time of 
the day. | wonder if it’s because it’s night outside, or because it’s 
snowing... 


The inner part of the room has an astronomical telescope 
installed. This is not something | brought; it was here from the 
start. But | remember that because of the falling snow at that 
time, | could not see the starry sky. 


| turned around inadvertently. Outside the room is the pentagonal 
hall, and the entrance door is closed, so | can't see what’s going 
on there. 


It’s too quiet... 
What about the others? 
Why is no one making a sound in this situation? 


Maybe the others have been handcuffed like me and cannot 
move, or maybe they haven't regained consciousness. 


Even though | don't know who is doing this kind of thing and for 
what reason, | can't just let them do whatever they want. 


| must fight back. 
Because | am a detective. 


Moreover, | must first find a way to solve this handcuffs problem. 
As long as my hand is still handcuffed to the foot of the bed, | 
can't even stand up. There is a keyhole near the end of the chain, 
but | don’t have the key yet. 


| can't drag the bed with me... 
Hmm? 


The legs of the bed are cylindrical, each supporting the four 
corners of the bed, and the handcuff is attached to one of the 
legs. 


But this... on second thought, as long as | can lift the bed, then 
wouldn't | be able to get the handcuffs out from under the foot of 
the bed? 


This is an ordinary wooden single bed, nothing special about it. 
With such a bed, | should be able to lift it up with my strength. 


| immediately grabbed one end of the bed and tried to lift it up. 
My arms aren’t that strong, | can barely lift it up, but it is enough. 
As long as a gap can be created, enough to take the handcuff off 
from the foot of the bed. 


At the count of three, | lifted up the foot of the bed a few 
centimeters. 


| took off the handcuff from the gap. 


It was successful, and surprisingly easy for me to regain my 
freedom. 


Did the person who threw me into this situation think that a girl's 
strength can't lift this bed? If this is the case, then | would like to 
thank them for such oversight. 


| was finally able to stand up. 


Standing up all at once made me feel a little dizzy, but it didn't 
matter. | did a little flexion and extension exercise, and then | 
stretched hard. No problem, | can do it. 


With the handcuffs still on my right hand, | gently opened the 
door and glanced at the pentagonal hall in the center. 


No one. 
While carefully checking the surroundings, | entered the hall. 


In the center of the hall is a cold round wooden table. | heard that 
there used to be an iron circular base there which a huge 
astronomical telescope was placed, but it was removed before, 
leaving only an empty space. 


There is no figure of a person in the hall, and there is no sound. | 
looked at the analog clock on the wall, and it indicated that it is 
past 12 AM. Judging from the darkness outside, it should be 
midnight, it's already the next day. 


Where is everyone? 


| was about to yell this out, but | dismissed the idea again. 


Huh? That is......? 

Around the round table, | saw two legs of a child poking out. 
Black loafers and black knee-high socks. 

At that moment, | already knew who they belong to. 

Those are for one of the detectives who came with me— 

Kirigiri Kyoko. 

With how her legs splayed on the ground, it looks like she is lying 
on her stomach. 

She is motionless. 


| walked around the round table with my eyes moving upward 
along her legs, and approached her little by little. 


Her legs look very fragile. From the calves to the pale thighs, the 
slender curves reveal the youthfulness of a girl. The skirt still kept 
its neat creases, spreading from her waist to the ground. 


Is she okay...? 
| wanted to walk up to her, but stopped again. 


She is lying on the ground with the right side of her head down, 
and facing me, with a three-strands braid on her face, blocking 
her small mouth, and her eyes are still tightly closed. Her skin 
doesn’t look like it has the slightest temperature on it, and this 
coldness was visible on her ever since the first time | met her. 


It hasn't changed much, but it looks more conspicuous now. 


Could it be that... she is dead? 
No, her thin back is undulating slightly. 
Did she just pass out? 


| can't tell clearly from this distance. Having said that, | am a bit 
hesitant and don't want to lean over to confirm her condition. 


Because for some reason, next to her right hand, there is a huge 
pair of scissors covered with blood. 


Are they garden shears? It’s the kind of shears used with both 
hands. The thick blade looks like it can cut branches no matter 
how thick they are. This thing is generally used to trim trees, but 
what was it used to cut that painted that much blood cover it— 


| thought it’s her blood at first, but when | looked at her more, 
there are no wounds on her body, and no traces of bleeding on 
her clothes or on the floor. 


So, whose blood is on the shears? 


The shears fell next to her hand. From this point of view, maybe 
she used it as a murder weapon. 


This situation made me feel so terrified that | hesitated to 
approach her at all. 


What happened to Kirigiri Kyoko? 
Whose blood is that? 
| have to find out! 


| left her in place for the time being, and walked through the hall. 


My goal is the room closest to me, the door of which is slightly 
open. 


| opened the door gently. 


The lights are turned on inside the room. And even though the 
curtains on the windows are pulled, | still don’t know what is 
going on outside. 


A human figure protrudes from the blanket on the bed. Someone 
is sleeping there. It should be one of the detectives who came 
with me here. From the entrance of the room, he seems to be 
sleeping very peacefully. —So peacefully that he doesn’t even 
look like he is breathing. 


| walked to the bed tremblingly. 
Looking at the bed. 


The man has his mouth open slightly and staring at the ceiling. | 
seem to remember his name being Amino Eigo, 35 to 40 years old, 
and he is a practicing detective. He didn't notice my presence at 
all, his eyes are open, and he is sleeping deeply. 


“Umm... I'm sorry to interrupt your sleep." 
| still tried to talk to him. But no response. 


| already knew very well that no matter how much | call for him; it 
will be to no avail. Because from the time | stepped into the room, 
| noticed a faint smell of despair in the room. 


The man is motionless with his eyes open. 


| desperately restrained myself from screaming, slowly stretched 
out my hand, grabbed the blanket, and uncovered him bit by bit... 


At this moment, the man's head turned to my side. 


My hair on my body stood up and | jumped back. The man's head 
turned on the pillow, and his nose got buried in the cushion and 
stopped moving. Generally speaking, it is impossible for the neck 
to rotate like this without the part below the neck of the main 
body moving. 


There is no sign of movement. Not only that, but the position of 
the man's head is obviously telling me something is wrong. 


Now that the blanket is uncovered, the reason is clear at a glance. 
The man’s head is severed from the neck. 


Under the blanket is filled with blood, and the bright red color 
stimulated my retina, | felt it burning. | looked away and 
immediately left the scene in order to keep away that color from 
my field of vision. 


My body trembled unwillingly, and | suddenly felt a chill. Is it 
because the temperature has dropped? Or is it because | have 
witnessed a terrifying corpse? It's obviously cold, but my whole 
body is sweating. 


| staggered to the room next door. 


Just like the room | was in before, the door is slightly open with a 
slit, and a little bit inside the room can be seen from the crack in 


the door. Sure enough, there seemed to be a detective on the 
bed, with a blanket over him. 


| don’t want to see; | don’t want to know anything more. 

But | have to see, | have to know. 

| call myself a detective, | have to face reality. 

No matter what kind of tragedy and despair is waiting for me— 


| stepped into the room and walked to the bed. At first glance, the 
room showed no sign of being entered. The man is sleeping on 
the bed, his sleep can even be described as beautiful and graceful. 


He wears light gray sunglasses, but he can't hide the shadow of 
death on his face. He is Enbi shita, a young detective. No, | should 
say he was a detective when he was alive. 


| lifted the blanket to take a look, and sure enough, his head is 
also severed. 


And not only that. 
| discovered an interesting fact. 


The head, which is placed on the pillow facing up, undoubtedly 
belonged to the person called Enbi, but the body below the neck 
looked like someone else’s. Enbi’s body should be a strong 
muscular one. However, the body lying under the blanket 
belonged to a middle-aged man with a big belly. 


| know who this body belonged to. 


That is for one of the detectives who came with me here, a man 
named Inuzuka Ko. 


What's going on here? 


This is strange from beginning to end. | can hardly contain all this 
information that is spinning around in my small head. 


| rushed out of the room, and went to the other room next door. | 
have already guessed what is in the room. 


There lies the body of Inuzuka Ko on the bed. 


However, | still have to check whether this is actually Inuzuka's 
corpse. The body seems to belong to someone else, and that the 
body is different from Enbi’s. Maybe the body belonged to Amino, 
the first one | saw...? 


As it turns out, the heads and bodies were replaced in a 
triangular order. 


| embraced myself, letting my cold body conserve a little warmth, 
and returned to the hall dejectedly. 


Everything is messed up. 
Why did things turn out like this. 


Among the five people who came to the Sirius Observatory, three 
people ended up dead. Moreover, their bodies were switched and 
their heads were severed for some reason. 


The Sirius Observatory had no one but us. And when we arrived 
here, there was a snowstorm outside at about the same time. The 


building was in a state of isolation by the heavy snow, and it’s safe 
to consider that there was no third-party intervention. 


Amino Eigo. 

Enbi shita. 

Inuzuka Ko. 

Samidare Yui. 

Kirigiri Kyoko. 

Three were killed and two are alive. 


Of course, | can say that | did not kill them. Although there are still 
some places in my memory that are uncertain, is it possible for 
me to forget about me killing these three guys? 


That also means | handcuffed myself? Someone else must have 
did that, maybe that person is going to kill me next. 


Then who is this person? 


Using the process of elimination, | can deduce that the only other 
survivor is the murderer. 


Which means it’s actually her— 
| returned to her. 
Kirigiri Kyoko is still lying on the floor of the hall. 


Her head is properly attached to her neck. It must be easier to cut 
off that thin neck, compared to cutting the necks of the other 


bigger men, but she was not killed, and the murder weapon is still 


near her hand... 


She is a girl who radiates an aura of innocence the more you look 


at her. 


Could it be that she is the one who cut off the necks of the three 
men one by one. 


This is obviously ridiculous... but... 


| kept a certain distance and observed her. Although she is a cute 
girl, her appearance is inexplicably enigmatic and mysterious. | 
also got this feeling from when she spoke that she is very vigilant 
and will not easily reveal her true thoughts. She became a 
detective at her age, maybe there is some reason for it. 


Just as | was thinking about what to do, something flashed in her 
left hand. 


A key? 
My intuition connected the dots. 
It’s the key to the handcuffs! 


If ‘the person who killed the three detectives’ = ‘the person who 
handcuffed me with these handcuffs’, isn't this proof that she, 
who has the key to the handcuffs, is the murderer. 


If that key is really for the handcuffs... 


| must confirm. And | want to remove the handcuffs on my right 
hand as soon as possible anyway. 


| approached her and stretched out my hand slowly, trying not to 
disturb her. If | want to get the key, | must take it out of her hand. 


Her fingers are closed like a tiny white flower bud, | slowly opened 
her fingers one after the other. 


| took out the key carefully and left her side. 
She hasn't noticed yet. 


| immediately inserted the key into the keyhole of the bracelet on 
my wrist. 


| turned the key. 
As soon as the lock opened, the handcuff was also released. 


With the sense of relief, what came to my heart next was a sense 
of despair. Is she really the murderer. | wonder what exactly 
happened to her, did she faint after killing those men and 
handcuffing me? | wonder if it was due to the limit of her physical 
strength. 


Or maybe it’s anemia. 


To confirm that the key is real again, | inserted the key into the 
other keyhole and twisted it. Sure enough, the handcuffs opened. 


At this moment, as if responding to the sound of the lock opening, 
Kirigiri near my feet moved slightly. 


She’s waking up! 


| took half a step back quickly. 


She is still lying motionless, opened her eyes and stared at the 
floor for a while. Then she propped up her body and looked up at 
me with a surprised expression while rubbing her eyes. She stayed 
in an unsuspecting slanting posture with her legs to the side. 


Then, she inadvertently saw the shears that is on the ground. 


For an instant, the expression of the innocent girl seemed to 
freeze suddenly. 


She stretched out her right hand, trying to pick up the shears. 
"Don’t move!" 

| gave her an order to stop. 

But her hand didn't follow that. 

| have no other option. 


| stomped to the ground and lunged at her, quickly approaching 
her and handcuffing her left wrist, and then | pulled the chain 
forcefully, attaching the other handcuff to the armrest of a nearby 
armchair. 


Her body is now connected to the armchair. This armchair is for 
one person to sit on. It is not very big, but with her thin arms, 
there should be no way to drag it around. She can no longer reach 
the shears with her right hand. 


She stopped and turned to me with a blank expression on her 
face. However, | noticed a slight hint of reproach hidden in her 
eyes. 


"Why did you do such a thing, onésama." 


Kirigiri didn't shout loudly, but asked in a calm tone. 


Onésama, even though she said so, there was not a trace of 
softness and cuteness in her eyes. However, that was still taken 
for granted, it was originally me who asked her to call me that. 
That said, if she is calling me this with such an innocent 
expression, | might really mistake her for my real sister... 


To dispel the sadness that inadvertently rushed into my heart, | 
shook my head. 


"You are asking me why? | should be the one doing that." | kicked 
the shears on the floor away from her. "I thought | met a good 
friend. Did you kill all three of them?" 


"Three...? Killed...?" 


She widened her eyes for a moment, then dropped them, as if lost 
in thought. 


"So... it's already too late..." 


She is still sitting on the ground and lowered her head, feeling 
very dejected. 


"Don't play dumb. Why did you kill them? And what do you want 
to do to me?" 


"Calm down, | am not the murderer." 


"What do you mean you’re not the murderer... Who else would 
be the murderer here besides you! Three out of five people were 
killed, and we are the only ones left. Since I’m not the murderer, 
that leaves only you to blame." 


"Is there any evidence that Yui-onésama is not the murderer?" 


"Evidence? the witness is right in front of you." | pointed to 
myself. "Until just now, | have been unconscious. When | woke up, 
all three of them were already dead. | know | didn't kill them, just 
like | know I’m without a doubt a 16-year-old female high school 
student and a Virgo." 


"In this case, then | can also be a witness to myself and prove that 
I’m innocent." 


"No, it doesn't work in your case. You had shears that look like the 
murder weapon in your hand, and you had the key to the 
handcuffs that cuffed my hand. The hard evidence is very clear. 
What can you refute about these things?" 


| looked down at her with my arms folded. 


Her two legs are still stretched out on the ground, and she is 
slumped down next to the chair, keeping her posture looking up 
at me. No matter how | look at it, | clearly have the upper hand 
both in the physical and the moral position. 


"As for the shears, | only saw it just now. And for the key to the 
handcuffs, | have no recollection of it at all..." 


"You were holding the key in your hand." 


"Someone made me hold it in my hand." Kirigiri shook her head 
slowly. "It seems that when | lost consciousness, Someone set up 
this situation." 


"And the person you are talking about is...?" 


"Who knows, they may have been one of the detectives who 
came with us here, or it may have been you, onésama." 


"Like | said it wasn't me, I’m a victim." 


"If you were to ask me, | would say | think onésama who suddenly 
attacked me is acting more like the murderer." 


She raised the handcuffs of her left hand to show me. 


"| didn't attack you, | did that for self-defense, because | didn't 
want you to get the shears." 


"If a pair of blood-stained shears is on the ground, you would 
normally want to pick it up and check it, right?" 


"It's not normal, | myself would never do that." 

"Even though you are a detective?" 

She tilted her head, raised her eyes looking at me and asked. 
| was speechless and bit my lip. 

"Hmm..." 


"Didn’t someone get killed? If this is the case, then you should 
check the murder weapon even more to see if the shape of the 
victim's wound and the murder weapon are the same. Is the 
murder weapon usable by everyone, what are its distinctive 
features, how much does it weight, what is its length? There are 
many other factors..." 


"Of course | understand this stuff." | interrupted her angrily. "But 
it's not a good idea to touch it with your bare hands, Detective 
Lady. Wouldn't it be stained with fingerprints?" 


",..Yes, it was negligence on my part. | was still a little drowsy at 
that time, sorry." 


She simply apologized. 


“Or maybe that pair of shears is already covered with your 
fingerprints, and you wanted to touch it to conceal that." 


"You could interpret it this way." She squinted at the shears. "But 
are you sure that the murder weapon is this pair of shears?" 


"Most likely. If you want to cut off a person's neck easily, this 
looks very suitable for the job." 


"Cut off a person's neck...?" 


"Yes, all three had different heads and torsos... Uh, anyway, you 
did it. Even if your arms are this thin, if you have these sturdy 
gardening shears, you should be able to cut necks in one fell 
SWOOp." 


She didn't show any reaction to my words, and the silence lasted 
for a while. 


| expected her to be frustrated by the suspicion she was receiving, 
or even show a Sad expression, but the girl's eyes are still very 
calm. 


"It seems that something difficult to understand has happened." 


Her eyes are so clear and innocent that they seem to glow with a 
glimmer of transparency. 


"Yeah, | can't understand it at all." | replied harshly. "A girl like you 
actually being a serial murderer..." 


"l’ll say it again; | am not the murderer. Can't you still understand 
that? Yui-onésama." 


"Then who is the murderer? The others are dead. They can't 
pretend to be dead because their necks have been cut. Or do you 
still think I’m the murderer?" 


"No." She replied immediately. "Although | said the opposite just 
now, | don't think Yui-onésama is the murderer." 


That’s surprising. 


There should be no other way for her to think about the situation 
than the claim that | am the murderer. Or maybe there is a 
benefit to her for excluding me from the list of suspects? 


"Why do you think so?" 


"Recall what happened before we lost consciousness. At that 
time, | think it was around 8 PM. Everyone was gathered in this 
hall and discussing what to do with dinner, correct?" 


Correct...... 


At that time, we were at a loss because of the false commission. It 
was pitch black outside, there was still a snowstorm, and no way 
to go back. We stood around the round table discussing what to 
do next. 


At that time, without any warning, one person fell down first, as if 
he was a ragdoll. He fell limp all of a sudden and just laid on the 
ground. 


Afterwards, white smoke erupted out of nowhere. Someone 
shouted ‘fire’, but there was no sign of fire and | didn’t feel any 
rise in temperature. We panicked, and all of a sudden, | 
completely lost consciousness. 


| don’t know what happened then. 

"This was the source of the smoke, right?" 

Kirigiri pointed to the bottom of the round table. 
There is something there like a small aluminum can. 


"What is this?" | got under the round table and dragged it out. "It 
looks like a can of juice... but it has no opening." 


"It's a home-made smoke grenade. Someone threw it under the 
round table. Fortunately, it didn’t have tear or sleeping gas. But 
because of the thick white smoke, our sights got completely 
blocked." 


Because | lost consciousness very quickly, | didn't know what 
happened afterwards. 


"What happened?" 


"Who knows, I'm not quite sure myself. But seeing everyone 
starting to fall down one by one, | quickly pretended to faint and 
laid on the ground." 


Kirigiri said. 


"Pretended? What do you mean pretended? Are you saying that 
you were okay all this time?" 


"Yes, because the smoke itself wasn’t harmful. | believe the 
reason why everyone fell unconscious wasn’t because of the 
white smoke, but because of other reasons. In fact, the first 
person fell before the smoke came out, right? It may be that 
someone made us drink a sleeping agent at some point. Do you 
remember anything like this?" 


"Umm... a sleeping agent?" 


Not including the others, at least for me, after | came to the Sirius 
Observatory, | wasn’t offered anything from anyone, that means | 
shouldn’t have been drugged. 


But when | think about it more, before | lost consciousness, | did 
feel somewhat dizzy. At the time, | thought it was just me being 
unwell... 


"By the way, you Said you are the only one who avoided fainting. 
How did you do that?" 


"| guess it's because | have had training." She said without 
emotions. "I’m very good at perceiving danger. But when | do 
that, in many cases it’s nothing more than an ‘ominous 
premonition’ or a ‘warning’. | can explain it logically only in 
retrospect... My grandfather always described it as ‘hearing the 


footsteps of the Shinigami’." 


| often hear that great mathematicians can skip the calculation of 
the middle formulas and directly find the answer, and then having 


to go to great lengths to prove them. Could it be that she is also a 
genius to this level. 


No, it’s not yet known why we lost consciousness, and it may be 
just her spouting nonsense. It is also possible that she is the 
murderer, so it’s only natural that she is trying to slip away... 


Having said that, ‘training’...? 


"Seeing everyone falling unconscious one after another, it is 
obvious that some terrible criminal plan has already begun." 
Kirigiri continued. "| decided to pretend to faint and see what the 
murderer planned to do. But at that time, | heard the footsteps of 
the Shinigami again." 


"What happened then?" 


"The sound of footsteps were that of the murderer. They were a 
very cautious type of character. They came closer to me and made 
me sniff some strange drug. It wasn’t chloroform; it was probably 
not an anesthetic either... maybe it was synthetic narcotics. My 
mouth was covered with a handkerchief. | temporarily held my 
breath and tried not to inhale that drug, but | lost consciousness 
without knowing it..." 


So she ended up unconscious too? 

Hmm, wait a minute. 

Shears, decapitated corpses, knock-out drugs... 
I’m familiar with this series of items. 


No... | know these Items. 


Could it be... there is no way this could have happened. 


In any case, it seems that now | need to listen to what Kirigiri has 
to say first. It is possible that | was wrong in my assumption. 


"Did the murderer know that you pretended to be unconscious?" 


"No, | don't think they knew, presumably they covered everyone’s 
mouths with the handkerchief for a while in order to ensure that 
we were all unconscious." 


"What happened next?" 
"| was still trying to resist even when | was being knocked out." 


While she was saying all that blankly, Kirigiri suddenly fell silent 
for a while, as if she is about to proudly show off her 
achievement. 


"And then?" 
"| grabbed the murderer's hand." 
"Grabbed?" | said disappointedly. "That's it?" 


"Yes. It's a pity that | couldn't catch or bite the murderer, but | still 
touched his hand. Since my vision was blocked by the white 
smoke, that touch became the only clue | have to the murderer." 


Kirigiri said while staring at her fingertips. 
"What did it feel like?" 
"It was a man's hand." 


"Really? Are you sure?" 


"That hand had no characteristics, but it was undoubtedly a man's 
hand. Because there is nothing in the human body that expresses 
the difference between men and women more than hands and 
fingertips." 


"Hmm... is that true? Have you ever sensed a man's hand?" 
When | asked this, she looked surprised, and froze for a moment. 
Long stillness— 


After that, she resumed her explanation, looking as if nothing 
happened. 


"Although | haven't killed anyone, | did read up about what 
murdering someone feels like. Does it make sense now? Then | 
will go on to Say..." 


"Wait, your reasoning is too strange. Oh, could it be that you 
haven't held hands with boys before..." 


| said this deliberately, and she fell silent again. 


She is probably really angry this time. She turned her head to the 
side as if she is refusing to talk to me. 


| may have teased her too much. She was cold in her words and 
actions, but her reaction was surprisingly honest, and | couldn't 
help but bully her a bit. 


"Sorry sorry, that went to some weird place." | apologized to her. 
"You've at least held your father's hand, right? Your reasoning 
makes sense this way. Alright then, go on." 


"I’ve forgotten it." 


"What?" 
"| mean the touch of my father's hand; I’ve forgotten it." 


Kirigiri squinted her eyes, and moved her right hand to brush her 
bangs. Of all the actions she has shown so far, this is the one that 
looked the most emotional. 


"Alright, got it." 


| said perfunctorily. That’s troublesome, it seems that she also has 
her own complicated situation, but if she keeps being dwelling on 
this, it will be difficult for this discussion to make any progress. 


"In short, what you | want to say is... the person who made us 
faint was a man, that means Samidare Yui is not the murderer. 
This is your logic, right?" 


Kirigiri with her head still turned to one side nodded in 
affirmation. 


Among the detectives who came to the Sirius Observatory, the 
only girls were me and Kirigiri. If her claim is correct, then | will be 
excluded from being the murderer. 


"But | said this at the beginning." | sighed. "The fact that | am not 
the murderer is very clear to me, so there is no need to prove it." 


"No, to me, even this is not sufficient proof." 
"What? Are you saying you have to actually touch my hand first?" 


When | asked, Kirigiri lowered her eyes as if she was mulling 
words, then turned her eyes to me and nodded slightly. 


aides Your hand." 

She said hesitantly, asking me while stretching out her right hand. 
She is serious. 

Is this a trap? 


She is the murderer, and all what she said before this might be a 
lie in order to get close to me. Maybe there is some murder 
weapon hidden on her, and she wants to bring me into her attack 
range. 


Kirigiri Kkyoko— I still don't know her situation very well. It hasn’t 
been long since we met, and in such a short period of time, all | 
managed to know is that she gives others a very mysterious 
impression, and that she has family issues. 


Although she concluded that I'm innocent, | still can't trust her 
completely. 


"| see, let's shake hands and make peace." However, | still didn't 
get close to her. "But the real handshake should be left until 
everything is resolved. Let's do that after you and | are proven 
safe." 


"What?" 
"Sit down on the chair first." 
| ordered her. 


She had been sitting on the ground next to the chair, and now she 
sat down on the armchair as | told her. 


"Stretch out your right hand." 
She stretched out her hand obediently. 


| approached her carefully and took her little hand. It’s like a glass 
craft, as if it will break with little force, so | held it gently. 


Her left hand was cuffed. As long as | grab her right hand like 
this, | don't have to worry about her attacking me. 


We tentatively shook hands with each other, and our eyes met. 


"How is it? Do you see the truth now? But let's talk about that 
later, I'm going to find my truth as a detective too." 


"What are you going to do?" 


"First of all, | think it is necessary to carefully investigate the 
internal situation of this building." | spoke while we held hands. "I 
still have some doubts about you. If you are also a detective, then 
you should be able to understand where I’m coming from, right? 
But in the end, it’s just simple suspicion for now... In order to 
identify you as the murderer, another important condition should 
be met, that is. It’s necessary to confirm whether there is anyone 
else other than us five visitors are here, to see if it’s possible that 
the crime was committed by someone from outside." 


“Have you not confirmed that yet?" 


",..N-no, | just woke up after all." Her retort made me panic. "A 
crime committed by a sixth uninvited guest... If this can be 
proven, | will let you free." 


"Then we should conduct the investigation as soon as possible, 
before the snow wipes out the evidence, especially outside the 
windows and doors, to see if there are any signs of people coming 
in and out." 


"| will investigate." 


"If there is an uninvited guest, that person must be a man, and he 
may still be hiding in this building." 


Kirigiri showed a somewhat uneasy expression. 


"Yes, I'll confirm it, I'll go alone. Sorry, | have to make you stay like 
this with your right hand cuffed too." 


If she is the murderer, she should be the one who prepared the 
handcuffs. In this case, she may still have a spare key hidden on 
her body. After | leave this hall, she may be able open the 
handcuffs, so it is necessary for me to tie both her hands in 
advance. 


"No harm intended." 
"| know. Actually, if you don't do that, | will be concerned." 
Kirigiri said with a cold expression. 


But... even though | said | was going tie her up, | don't have any 
handcuffs or ropes that | could tie her hands with. 


"My ribbons." 
baaehy Is it okay?" 


"As long as it is to prove my innocence." 


She nodded in agreement. 


| loosened one of the ribbons that previously tied her three-strand 
braids on the left and right. 


Then | tied her right wrist to the arm of the armchair with the 
ribbon. 


This way, her hands are fixed to the chair. 


"Next | will investigate all the rooms one by one. If the uninvited 
guest is somewhere here, he might try to come out of the room 
he is in and hide elsewhere so not to be found by me. But as long 
as you are staying in the central hall, then that person's actions 
will be completely exposed." 


"That means | am in charge of monitoring." 


"That's right. But you have both hands tied. The uninvited guest 
will be very dangerous to you because he is a terrible murderer. If 
that person appears, use up all your strength to scream, | will 
come to save you immediately." 


"You will come to save me?" 


"If there are uninvited guests, that means you are innocent. | will 
do my best to protect you." 


"Is that so... but | think it will be too late by that time." Kirigiri still 
looked as if this had nothing to do with her. "But what | want to 
say, even if there is an uninvited guest, my innocence still can’t be 
proven logically. The reason why that person is hiding is not 
necessarily related to the murder; it is also possible that..." 


"This stuff doesn't matter." | interrupted her. "If someone is 
sneaking around, kicking his butt is definitely the best choice." 


She responded frankly. 


"| don't think anyone would come in or out of this remote place in 
the middle of the night in this snowstorm... but | will still 
investigate." 


| walked away from Kirigiri and investigated the indoors of the 
rooms in turn, starting from the nearest room. | opened the 
curtains, checked the locks of the windows, and checked the state 
of the snow outside. 


| quickly checked the windows of all the rooms. And the result, all 
windows in all the rooms were locked from the inside. In addition, 
there was no abnormality in the snow near the windows. 


There were no other openings such as air-conditioning vents in 
the rooms. In other words, it is impossible to lock the windows 
from the outside by a string or wire. 


Next, | investigated the entrance. The gate was still locked, | 
checked the snow outside and found no signs of anyone coming in 
or out. 


In conclusion, | haven’t been able to find evidence that anyone 
has entered or exited the building. In addition, | did not find any 
living people other than me and Kirigiri. 


In the hall, Kirigiri was still tied to the armchair, waiting for me to 
come back. 


“Unfortunately, it seems that there is no one other than me and 
you here." 


"Were there no traces on the snow outside?" 


"Yes, although the traces may have been quickly covered by the 
snow in this snowstorm, if someone walked by, they would’ve still 
definitely left a trace. There is no such abnormality anywhere." 


As a result, the murders became more complicated and confusing. 
No, | should say it became simpler. 


You can compare this Sirius Observatory to a sealed bottle. 
Because the bottle is sealed, no one can enter and exit from it. In 
other words, if there are three dead bodies and two living people 
inside, then one of them should be the murderer. 


That means the murderer is Kirigiri Kyoko. 


She is looking up at me with her eyes as if she is expecting 
something. 


| do sympathize with her, but | still can't let her free. 


Logically speaking, she is undoubtedly the murderer. However, | 
cannot accept this answer myself, that much is true. Is it possible 
that a girl like her could kill three adult men and arrange their 
bodies on the beds? 


"| can't figure it out... what on earth is going on in this case?" | 
couldn't help but say. "This strange building, and this strange 


commission we got... But one thing | finally understand. The case 
written in that black letter is not a case to be entrusted for us to 
solve, but for us to get involved in." 


",..Yui-onésama." Kirigiri said, interrupting me. "What are you 
referring to?" 


"Eh? The commission letter. A black washi paper came with it, 
right? This place and the murder weapon were written on it." 


",..sShow me the black letter you are talking about." 
"Sure?" 


| left Kirigiri on the chair, went back to my room, and searched in 
my backpack. | took the black letter out of my bag and went back 
to the hall. 


"Open it for me." 


Kirigiri's seemingly urgent request made me involuntarily comply 
with it. | took out the folded note from the black envelope. The 
note was a black washi paper with some words written on it in 
white handwriting. 


When Kirigiri saw the text, her face suddenly became pale and 
bloodless. 


"Yui-onésama... this is not a normal murder." 
"Wh-what's going on?" 


"This is most likely... a game." 


Chapter 2 
Black Challenge 
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He dreamed of being burned by the raging flames. 


When he woke up, the sweat dripping from his forehead had wet 
his cheeks. 


Or, are they actually tears? 
He inadvertently pretended to wipe his face with his right hand. 


It’s the waiting room of a hospital. Amidst the soft music, nurses 
with smell of disinfectant appeared from one direction and 
disappeared in another, his number hasn’t appeared on the 
electronic screen. 


"It might take hours." 
The old man sitting in the chair next to him said. 


However, he just made a few casual responses, if he began a 
conversation with this old man, it would take forever. He looked 
away from the old man, pretending to fiddle with his phone. 


"Are you doing rehab? It's not easy." 
The old man still talked to him. 
"No, | ‘m here to get some medicine because of leg pain..." 


He said in a low voice while looking at his phone screen, clearly 
expressing that he doesn't want to talk to the old man. 


"The cost of medicine isn’t a small amount, right? The 
government aid isn’t much either. It won’t cover up the price of 
your injuries." 


The old man said in a soft voice. 


He lifted his face and turned to the old man. 


The old man's felt hat is low, and he is wearing a suit that looks 
very valuable. There is an old vertical scar on the right side of his 
mouth. When the old man smiled, the scar deformed. 


"Who are you?" he replied in an aggressive tone. "How do you 
know about me? Are you a reporter?" 


"I’m a good-willed third party." The old man's wound deformed. 
"I’m someone who sympathizes and resonates with you." 


"Oh right, a missionary, huh? Go find someone else. I'm so tired of 
you guys who deceive the weak." 


"No, we have nothing to do with religion. Of course, we are also 
not from the media." 


“Then who are you!" 
He finally started yelling. 
"We are this." 


The old man handed out a black business card. 


Crime Victims’ Relief Committee 


12th District Representative 


Endo Tokichiro 


tel XX-XXXX-XXKX 


"Crime Victims’ Relief Committee...?" 


"Yes. And we have nothing to do with the government. We are an 
independent non-profit organization. | hope you can understand." 


"It's something similar to a cult, right? You claim to be a group 
therapy class or a nursing seminar, approaching people in a caring 
manner, and illegally charge money in the name of tuition. Sorry 
sir, you have to go find easier ones to deal with." 


He said this dismissively, and then planned to get up from his 
chair and leave. 


At this time— 

"Don't you want revenge?" 

The old man's whisper reached his ears. 

“What did you say?" 

He couldn't help but stand still and turn around. 


“We are very interested in the depth of your darkness. And you 
do have a very deep and rich darkness inside you." The old man 
touched the brim of his hat as if adjusting its position, but his eyes 
are still hidden in the shadows. "You are living a life that can 
hardly be described as happy, but before, you didn’t have to 
worry about your livelihood. You lived a very ordinary life, you 
didn’t cause trouble to others, you had a decent job, and you 
were loved by some people. However, 5 years ago, a crime was 
committed. It took away everything in your life, unceremoniously, 
unreasonably, and didn’t leave anything at all... did you do 


anything bad? No, you were innocent, at least you didn’t do 
anything to make your life a completely ruin." 


The old man's voice shook his heart. Unbelievably, that voice 
sounded almost the same as his own inner voice. 


"What we provide is not any physical treatment. We leave that to 
the easier ones. We help others regain their lost lives. Our 
organization can give back all the things that have been taken 
away.” 


"Taking back... my own life?" 


"You have this right... no, it's an obligation. It’s also for those who 
died because of that hateful crime." 


The old man showed an extraordinary act with a confident tone, 
enough to refresh his depressed spirit. The old man's words made 
him think that he is ‘the deprived protagonist’. 


The spotlight hasn’t gone out yet. 


Moreover, it doesn’t exist to illuminate others, but to illuminate 
his own future... 


But he smiled bitterly and put aside this delusion. 


"After that day, there have been many people coming and going 
by me. The police, prosecutors, lawyers, doctors, insurance 
salesmen... But still, no one managed to save me. And now, I’m 
attracting good-willed third parties, I’m so fed up by this. If | have 
to thank someone, I’d thank the doctors, at least they allowed me 
to stand up in this world again, but that’s about it, I’m just a 


lingering corpse... The hope that was once in my heart, died on 
that day." 


He turned his back to the old man and left his seat. 


"l’ll be waiting for you in the park outside. If you are interested in 
our ‘relief’, please come by." 


The old man's voice came from behind, and his figure disappeared 
in the direction of the small shop. 


His involvement in that crime was simply the result of bad luck. 


Five years ago, near his home, there were successive cases of 
arson. The surrounding security cameras did not capture the 
criminal, and the unrecognizable criminal behavior left the 
neighborhood in a state of panic. 


The arson continued for days, it was only small fires at first, but 
one night, it suddenly developed into a major one. Perhaps the 
dry air was one of the reasons. Two residential houses were 
completely burnt down, and one of them was the one his family 
lived in. He, his wife, and their son of two years, all three suffered 
severe burns, but he was the only one to be saved in the end. 


Several arson cases still occurred after this, but under the 
direction of a certain detective, the cases were quickly solved. The 
arson sites were connected by lines to form a star, that was the 
focus of the detective. In the center of that star, there lived an 
astrologer who made a living by divinations. 


The detective immediately went to visit the astrologer's house, 
but the man had already been burned to death. 


He also left a suicide note beside him with inexplicable content ‘I 
set the fires to correct the orbit of the stars’. The incident ended 
with the death of the suspect. 


He was confused when he heard this fact. The blade that has been 
sharpened by the grindstone of hatred was supposed to one day 
stab the criminal. He originally planned it this way, but then he 
heard that the criminal no longer exists, which made him ignorant 
of his anger. He can’t let out his anger on anyone, and he had no 
face to meet his dead wife and son with. 


Five years after that, his physical condition improved a lot, but his 
heart was dead. He lost his job and barely survived on state 
compensation. He thought that this dispensable life would 
continue in the future, unrelated to words such as ‘purpose’... 


Until he heard the word ‘revenge’ that the old man had just said. 
It was like a ray of light that appeared in the darkness. 


Before that, no one had brought him such light. After all, no one 
understood how deep his darkness is. Because what he hoped 
was not to disperse this darkness, but to find a sign to guide him 
in this dark abyss. 


"| knew you would come." 


The old man said, the scar on the corner of his mouth deformed. 


In the park during the day, there are young mothers pushing baby 
strollers and boys playing football together. They make cheerful 
sounds. The sunlight shining through the leaves on the bench, and 
the figure of the old man sitting on it is in harmony with the 
landscape. 


"Because | don't think there will be any loss to just listen." 
He sat down beside the old man and said. 


"That's right. Unlike lawyers and therapists, we don't charge for 
just talking." 


"Then who are you guys?" 


“We are an organization that provides relief to victims who were 
entangled in unfortunate crimes." 


"Don't beat around the bush. What is it actually? You will help me 
by doing something like revenge on my behalf?" 


"Hmm, this is a misunderstanding. As | said earlier, our purpose is 
to give you relief. If you have any doubts about this concept, | 
advise you to reconsider it now." 


"You really aren’t speaking clearly old man. Now then, what can 
you do for me?" 


"We will tell you who the real perpetrator is. The perpetrator in 
the case that landed you in the place where you are now—" 


"Huh? The real perpetrator?" 


An unbelievable word appeared. 


He didn't even think about this. Wasn't the arson case done by 
the astrologer who was not in his right mind? 


"Who is it! Who is that real perpetrator!" 


"Wait a moment Please." The old man raised a hand to stop him. 
"If you want me to tell you, there is one condition." 


Here it is— 

He increased his vigilance. 

Is this so-called condition just money? 
"What is the condition?" 


"For this real perpetrator, we want you to take your revenge on 
them." 


"Revenge—" 


"Yes. You must take revenge on the real perpetrator and let them 
die." 


"You mean | should kill them?" 
"Yes," 


Such bloody conversation is taking place in a corner of that quiet 
and peaceful park. No one is eavesdropping on their conversation. 


"Old man, your organization must have investigated me 
thoroughly. In this case, you should understand, right? There is no 
way | will refuse this offer." 


"Your words are very reassuring." 


The old man nodded sharply. 
"Well, tell me quickly, who is the real perpetrator." 
"Before this, we must let you understand our intentions." 


Looks like the roundabout conversation will have to continue for 
some time. 


—Indeed, he couldn't understand the reason why this mysterious 
organization is encouraging him to take revenge. 


"Revenge— we Call it 'relief'. That is, ‘relief’ for you— and it 
cannot be anyone else but you who is to carry out this action. 
make no mistake in that. Do you agree?" 


"So | should kill them myself, right? Of course, that's what | 
planned from the beginning." 


"Then let's move on. There are three essential elements of 'relief', 
do you know what they are?" 


The old man's inflected way of speaking made him feel anxious, 
but he still patiently responded to the stranger's words. 


"Who knows? I'm new to this, if you can tell me it would be a big 
help." 


"Of course. The first element is ‘determination’. About this, we 
can say that you already have it, am | right?" 


"Ves," 


"The next thing that’s indispensable is ‘money.’ In this world, no 
matter what you do, money is essential. Especially when you want 


to do something this big, you will need a lot of money. Do you 
have enough?" 


"Unfortunately, | don’t." 


"Very well, in order to pursue your 'relief', we are ready to 
provide funds. As for the amount, there is no particular cap set." 


Providing funds without a cap? 
Things are getting more and more suspicious. 


"And the third requirement, that is 'technology’. To kill a person, 
you need the appropriate techniques. You understand? Most 
people, including you, are laymen, but we can provide you with 
the 'technology' that allows you to kill the target without being 
noticed. Using this 'technology', you can achieve a perfect crime." 


"This is really meticulous." 


"Except—" The old man paused as if he is about to tell something 
important. "Regarding ‘technology’, there is a fee." 


"Huh?" 
“That means you need to buy the ‘technology’ from us." 


"Hah! As | thought, you still want to squeeze money out of the 
weak." He looked like he is not satisfied and was about to up. 
"This isn’t so complicated after all... It’s just a scam!" 


"Calm down a little please. As | said just now, we will provide you 
with unlimited funds. You can use these funds to buy the 
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‘technology’. 


",,.What do you mean?" 


"In other words, when implementing ‘relief’, you don’t have to 
pay out of your pocket at all." 


"| don’t get it. If that's the case, then what’s the cost of the 
technology for?" 


"This is the most important point of ‘relief’. 'Relief' is the great 
reversal of your entire life... It should be quite dramatic. 
Incomparable to the kind in fiction and documentaries." 


"What are you trying to say?" 


"What | am saying is that, some people are looking forward to 
your big reversal. By the way, do you like betting on horses? Alas, 
there is no record of gambling hobbies in your information. | think 
it’s hard for you to understand what those people who are keen 
on betting on horses are like. there are many people in this world 
who are moved to tears by the way horses gallop for first place. 
This is the same, there are some people who are interested in the 
process of vengeful people sprinting towards the goal of a perfect 
crime, it can make them feel entertained." 


"Wha... what are you talking about." 


"That is to say... There are some good people who have become 
bored with every hobby in the world. The last pleasure they find is 
precisely the great reversal performed by people like you who 
have a shadow in their hearts-— 'relief'." 


The old man's words left him dumbfounded. 


He felt as if he has stepped into a world that he shouldn't have. 


He probably understood what the old man said, but is there really 
such a thing... 


“Are you planning to— use my revenge as a game." 


"Simply put, it’s close to that." The old man lowered his voice and 
laughed. "Attracting sponsors by providing high-quality content... 
Accepting funding from sponsors and providing more complete 
content... our ‘relief’ is established like this." 


"In other words, some guys behind you have too much money and 
time to spend, right?" 


"As you can see. This fact only explains the source of funds. After 
all, our purpose is to provide you with ‘relief’. We have the same 
interest as the investors, that's all. And, the big players in various 
fields are very interested in 'relief'. Therefore, we are able to also 
benefit from it." 


Is it really so? 


Perhaps the so-called ‘relief’ that the old man is talking about is 
superficial, and in fact they only regard the act of revenge as an 
entertainment. 


However, to him, that doesn't matter. The purpose of killing the 
real perpetrator is just a process. This is just a challenge with the 
ultimate goal of taking his life back. 


"Will there be cameras following me around everywhere 24/7 like 
in documentary shows?" 


"No, there will be no cameraman accompanying you. | will explain 
the rules in this regard to you later." 


"| see, then hurry up and tell me who the real perpetrator is." 
"| haven't finished explaining yet." 

"What else?" 

He couldn't help but let out a voice of dissatisfaction. 


"| haven't said one very important point. You will get your funds 
and be given the task of killing the target, but just that would be 
too hollow. For example, if the target was walking at night, and 
you used that to approach him from behind, and killed them with 
a blunt weapon, this would indeed be revenge, but it will 
definitely not be 'relief'." 


"What do you mean." 


"Redemption is something that must be passed through a trial. 
Only through difficult trials can true ‘relief’ be ushered." 


"What?" 


“Let me be more specific." The old man corrected his sitting 
posture and turned to him. "As | said just now, you need to buy 
the 'technology' that we will provide for you. For example, let's 
imagine it as cards. We have several cards that are very suitable 
for the perfect crime. Cards, such as murder weapons, cards that 
specify the location of the crime, cards on how to create 
impossible crimes... Depending on the effectiveness and 
usefulness of these cards, we have set different costs for them. 


Then you buy these cards, and design a ‘deck set' to proceed with 
the 'relief'." 


"| don't quite understand what you mean..." 


“I'll take the previous 'relief' as a reference example. In that case, 
the revenge seeker purchased the 'school' from us as a location 
card. In addition, he also bought a ‘metal bat' as a murder weapon 
card, the ‘locked room' served as a ‘technique’ for evading 
suspicion." 


"Locked room'? Can you buy this kind of thing?" 


"Yes, there is nothing you can't buy if you invest money. By the 
way, in that case, the cost of 'school' was 40 million, the cost of 
the 'metal bat' was 3 million, and the locked room' was 100 
million, so the total cost was 143 million. The currency unit was all 
in yen." 


"Wait a sec, the prices are not right, why does the 'metal bat’ cost 
a full 3 million yen. You can find this kind of thing at any sports 
store and buy it for less than 10,000 yen." 


“The murder weapons we provide have such value, please 
consider it this way. Did you know that a murder weapon from a 
random sporting goods store will quickly expose your 
whereabouts? The shape, model, retail store of the product, and 
there are also surveillance cameras in stores... all this information 
will expose you. However, the murder weapons we prepare do 
not have these problems." 


"Ah... | see." 


"Okay, the next point is very important. Regarding the trial | just 
said... we give you a chance to take revenge, and at the same 
time, we will also summon a detective to track you down." 


"A detective......?" 


"That's right. According to the total cost of the ‘deck’, we will 
select a detective. The higher the amount you spend on the 
‘deck’, the higher the rank of the detective summoned. 
Conversely, you can lower the cost, and so the rank of the 
detective will be lower, but the cards used to create the perfect 
crime may not be enough." 


"What the hell, | have to let you summon someone that will track 
me down?" 


"Yes, we believe that only on the basis of fair behavior can there 
be true 'relief'. You can only get pure ‘relief’ and satisfaction by 
facing a detective in a trial. If you cannot agree with this idea, that 
just means there is a clear disagreement between you and us, and 
then we have to report to our superiors that this arrangement has 
been cancelled." 


"| don't care what you guys think... but | also think that if you take 
despicable means, even if you achieve your goal, then you won't 
have that salvation feeling." He shrugged. "Basically, | have to 
complete my revenge fair and square, right?" 


"That's right, | really didn't misplace my expectations on you. This 
also means, what we really want to accomplish is not for you to 
succeed in your revenge, but to successfully pass the detective 
trial. Do you understand that?" 


"Yeah." 


"Very good! Let us review the series of processes. First, you use 
our funds to purchase our ‘technology’. Then you use the 
purchased content to form a plan as a ‘deck’ and enter the 
implementation phase. In addition, the content of the ‘deck’ 
formulated will be delivered to the selected detective in the form 
of a challenge letter." 


"Hey, wait a minute. Challenge letter? You want to announce the 
crime that is about to be committed to the detective? This feels 
very detrimental to me." 


"We just hope for the challenge to carry out as fairly as possible. 
It’s a competition after all. It’s most important to design a ‘deck’ 
with these circumstances in mind." The old man’s scar was 
deformed. "The detective will be informed in advance of only the 
‘'deck' you have made. Of course, your name and current 
residence will not be written." 


Even so, the situation is quite unfavorable, right? 


Is it better to try to control the cost of the ‘technology’ 
determined by the ‘deck’ and make the detective's rank lower? 


Or is it better to spend the funds drastically and use the 
techniques to create the perfect crime... 


"Next, a tiny chip is installed on the envelope of the challenge 
letter, and an electrical signal is emitted the moment the 
envelope is opened. The moment the detective opens the 
envelope, the signal to begin will be sent. Your victory condition is 


to kill the target, and not be exposed by the detective within 168 
hours. The moment the time limit sets in, your 'relief' is complete. 
At that moment, depending on the expenses you spent on the 
‘deck’, we will return the corresponding amount to you. And after 
that, we will activate protection procedures to ensure that you 
will not be tracked down as a criminal. If you want, you can even 
write off your past and start your new life from scratch." 


"This... is it really possible to do it?" 

This is the most important point for him. 
Starting a new life from scratch. 

If this kind of thing can really be done... 
"It is possible." 

Just this sentence was enough. 

"If Llose, what will happen then?" 


"You shouldn't really think about what will happen if you lose. But 
| can't not tell you, because that would not be fair. Having said 
that, it is roughly just as you imagine. First, your fail conditions. If 
the detective points you out as the criminal within 168 hours after 
they open the envelope, you will fail and your relationship with us 
will be completely severed. You will be arrested by the police as 
an ordinary criminal, and there will be no assistance from us. 
Besides, telling the police about our situation won’t result in 
anything no matter how much you try. Please understand this." 


"So that means losing is inconsequential." 


"We are the ones who bring 'relief'. Although our ‘relief’ is 
perfect, unfortunately, there are some people who cannot get it. 
These people are often not mentally prepared to receive 'relief'." 


"Are there other punishments?" 


"Regarding the expenses of the 'deck' you spend, you have to pay 
us back the corresponding funds." 


"Haha, so that’s how it is. But it’s not possible. Even if you sell me 
that, | won't be able to pay." 


"In this case, we will make you take various insurances in advance, 
and the beneficiaries will be people we arrange." 


"Does that mean if | fail, | will die before being caught by the 
police?" 
"Yes, but only when you can't make the payment." 


"You already know | can't afford that money." 


"We will not hesitate to use any means to recover the expenses 
you have spent." The old man's expression did not change. "If you 
want to avoid this situation, then you have to prevail over the 
detective." 


"Are there any other rules that | must pay attention to? Tell me." 


"This is the most important rule... Killing the detective is not 
allowed. In addition to the target, you are free to kill as many 
people as you want, but for the detective we will summon, you 
must let them survive. As long as the detective's death occurs 


within the prescribed 168 hours, then you will be deemed to have 
failed." 


"Even if they died because of an accident?" 

"Yes, basically harming the detective is also forbidden." 
"How strict." 

"A game without an opponent has no value to watch, right?" 


Getting rid of the detective who is in the way at the beginning 
won’t work. After all, the organization wants to see him 
competing with the detective. 


"As for the other details of the rules, | will let you know when your 
trial is finalized." 


The old man turned his face to him again. 


"The fair challenge to take back your life— we call it the 'Black 
Challenge’. As long as you can defeat the detective, you will have 
a new future. What do you think?" 


The answer to this question has more or less already been 
decided. 


‘| will tell you who the real perpetrator is' that prevented him 
from shrugging this whole thing off. 


If a person who has made him so miserable is still alive without 
punishment, it is impossible for him to let them go, and they can 
only apologize with death. 


"If | don't say | agree, you won't tell me the truth about the arson 
case 5 years ago?" 


"Ves," 
This is bait. 


This is probably the bait to lead him into the game, but this bait is 
very tempting. For him who is nothing but an empty shell, this 
bait can almost be called redemption. 


If he refuse this stranger at this time, he will probably regret it for 
a lifetime. He will definitely continue to blame himself for not 
accepting the challenge and just living a life of nothing. 


If so, then he should simply... 
Give it a go? 


Instead of living like a dead man. 


"| like the look in your eyes." The old man's shoulders twitched, 
and he laughed quietly. "Next... Although | don't know if it can be 
used for your reference, let me tell you our data anyway. In the 
‘Black Challenges' we have held so far; the detectives’ victory rate 
is 28%. Only 28%. In other words, among those who used our 
‘technology’ for revenge, nearly 70% completed a perfect crime." 


"Is this number real?" 


"They are detectives, but their ranks aren’t always true to their 
skills. Some even receive the challenge letter without realizing the 
nature of the case, so they sleep through it. But hey, these are 
particularly lucky cases..." 


With a 30% failure rate, will | win the lottery? 
How is that possible? 
| will draw, it will be my victory. 


"It seems that your answer has been decided, but we will wait for 
one night. If you have calmed down on this moonlit night and still 
haven't lost the will to challenge, then come here at 10 AM. You 
think you can do that?" 


He nodded and agreed with the old man. 


"| think you understand that you should not tell others about this. 
Not only the police, but even acquaintances, if you tell anyone, 
we won't appear in front of you again." 


"| know." 


"Then, see you soon." 


A message to the detectwe, 
Lister tothe cry of the black 


Locatiow: Siwiy Observatory 30 milliow 
Murder weapow: Large sheary 5 milliow 


Murder weapon: K nock-ou - Aru 5 milliow, 
Technique: Dismemberment 80 milliow 
Total expenditure; 120 milliow 


Based ow the above expenses, surmow the folowing detective: 


Samidare Yur 


Chapter 3 
Sirius Observatory Murder Case 


Z 


The high school | attend is an all-girls high school with 150 years 
of history. This missionary school is well-known for teaching girls 
of the high class, but compared to the past, the religious aspects 
of the school has become much weaker. Nowadays, at most, the 
missionary history can only be glimpsed in the old bricks of the 
school buildings and church. 


In principle, part-time jobs are prohibited by schools. But, as long 
as you turn in a request to the school, you will probably get 
permission. 


However, since the establishment of the school, | seem to be the 
first person to apply for a detective license. 


Originally, detectives were not a profession or type of work. You 
could say that it was just an existence, or that it was a talent. 
Therefore, it was a little unclear whether it made sense to apply 
for a detective's license from the school or not. But the nun who 
is also the principal was very happy about that. Probably because 
for nuns, so-called detectives are not an existence or a talent, but 
something similar to volunteers. 


Allin all, | am the only detective in this high school. The school 
also allows me to wear a uniform to participate in formal 
activities. Taking into account the issue of flexibility, | usually 
don't wear short skirts, but pants. Although this seems to have 
aroused the resentment of some upper-class students, my friends 
all commented positively on it. 


Since | give priority to detective work, | do not participate in club 
activities. However, the work of a detective is not always 


available, so most of the time my life after school is the same as 
that of the home club, | just go directly to the dorm. 


Ever since | entered this school, | have been living in the dorm. 
The four-and-a-half-tatami-sized room (32.8 m’) which includes a 
kitchen, a bathroom and a toilet. It’s a small single room. And 
that’s the reality of a high-class girls' school. Some students are 
envious of the dorm life, but the rules here are actually stricter 
than those of ordinary families. 


| found that someone had put a black envelope into my personal 
mailbox in my dorm. It happened in December during the winter 
of my first year in high school. 


There is neither a stamp nor a mailing address on the B5 sized 
black envelope, but my name is printed in white font, so this 
letter must have been sent to me, right? | picked up the envelope 
and walked into the dorm. 


"Ah, Yui, you’re back." | ran into another girl in the hallway who 
lives in the dorm. "What is this, is it another love letter?" 


"No way." 


| smiled bitterly and looked at the black envelope. From the 
outside, it hardly looks like a love letter. If that was the case, then 
the one who sent this letter is a really weird person. 


| have received two love letters before. One of them was a girl 
who was as small and delicate as a squirrel. She was a member of 
the handicraft club in the next class. Of course, | rejected her, | 
had to do that. Until now, | sometimes see her looking at me from 


a distance in the shadows of the school building. The letter sent to 
me by the other person was very poetic, but the name of the 
sender wasn’t included, so | don't know who they were. Even as a 
detective, | decided not to continue the investigation. 


| walked into my room and threw myself on the bed without 
taking off my coat. | turned over, facing the ceiling, and opened 
the envelope under the fluorescent lamp. 


Inside is a note paper and a small black envelope with a circle on 
it. 


Oh well, | will open the note paper first. 


‘Letter of commission 


Dear Samidare Yui-dono 


It's the end of the year and everyone is busy. | wish you a 
prosperous business. 


I'm Oe Yoshizono, a certain gentleman's agent. 


With this letter, | sincerely hope that you can help my client solve 
the problems he is currently facing. 


Forgive me for not disclosing the identity of the client here. 


This client has a foreboding that in his own ‘Sirius Observatory’, 
something urgent is going to happen. 


We will hold a meeting at the following location, and after getting 
the client’s approval, we will formally report the detailed 
entrusted content to you. 


Meeting Location: Hatesaki Station 


Meeting date: December 12", 3 PM 


In addition, an advance payment of 1 million yen, and another 1 
million yen upon completion of the request, and all other 
necessary expenses will be paid. 


We will be waiting for you. 


Agent Oe Yoshizono’ 


It’s written as a letter of commission, but it gave me an elusive 
impression. | wonder if it’s because the name of the client and the 
contents are not clearly stated. It feels like a prank, but at the 
same time it does have a real sense of solemnity. 


It's been almost three years since | became a detective, and this is 
the first time | have received this kind of commission. The 
contents made me more and more confused. Because of this, the 
commission has aroused my unprecedented curiosity, which is 
unmatched by any previous case. 


The note is an ordinary white paper, and the text on it is 
generated with word processing software. | should be able to 
figure out what software it was generated with If | checked the 
font used, and | can even find out the ink type and brand of the 
printer. But | feel that there is no point in determining these now. 


For the time being, | put the note aside and opened the other 
black envelope. 


Inside was a folded black washi paper, lined with white text 
written with a pen. 


‘A message to the detective 


Listen to the cry of the black 


Location: Sirius Observatory 30 million 
Murder weapon: Large shears 5 million 
Murder weapon: Knock-out drug 5 million 


Technique: dismemberment 80 million 


Total expenditure 120 million 


Based on the above expenses, summon the following detective: 


Samidare Yui’ 


"What's this." 


| muttered to myself and looked at the black note over and over. 
Things are getting more and more weird. 


Inferring from the words written on the paper, it also seemed to 
vaguely reveal the contents of the undisclosed commission. Is this 
some kind of association game? Do they want me to guess what 
kind of commission this is? That said, what do the numbers 
written under these words mean? 


Maybe this is a puzzle to test my detective ability. 


The client definitely wants to test me. They deliberately asked an 
agent to intervene. From this point of view, detectives who are 
not useful won't be able to tell the contents of the commission, so 
they get automatically turned down. 


It feels like something big will happen. 


The problem is that there isn’t much time before the meeting 
date. 


The day after tomorrow is the day of the meeting. 


As long as | submit a form to the school, | can take a day off, 
which is good, but can | solve the mystery before then... 


Time is running out. 


| jumped up from the bed and rushed out of the room, all the way 
back to school. 


There is a data processing room in the school where | can use 
computers freely. If | want to do some research, it should be 
faster to use the Internet there. Incidentally, | don't own a 
computer, and my mobile phone does not have Internet access. 


It only takes a few minutes to walk from the dorm to the school 
building. In the school building, there were students who were 
doing club activities and some who were planning to go home. | 
rushed all the way to the data processing room and passed by 
them. 


In the data processing room, several students were typing on 
keyboards in silence. | glanced at them and borrowed one of the 
computers. 


| first tried searching for ‘Sirius Observatory’. Unexpectedly, | 
learned its actual situation easily. 


The Sirius Observatory seems to be a personal observatory 
belonging to a man named Kiba Ryuichiro. They say that this Kiba- 
shi became rich overnight by operating the steel industry during 
the post-war economic growth period. When he became too old 
to do business, he spent all his wealth to build a personal 
observatory, where he lived in seclusion. Speaking of 
observatories, most people always think that they belong to 
facilities of universities or research institutions. However, some 
people who are interested in observing celestial bodies or stars 
often build observatories for personal use. The Sirius Observatory 
seems to be the same. The product of a hobby. 


So, is this mysterious client Kiba Ryuichiro? If he is connected with 
the post-war steel industry, then at least he should be a famous 
man by all walks of life. Maybe the reason why the commission 
cannot be made public is due to this. 


Regarding Kiba Ryuichiro, | also did some investigations on him, 
but | didn't get any interesting information, and | didn't find any 
relevant records to prove that he was related to any incident in 
the past. The information that | managed to obtain from the 
Internet were very limited. 


| didn't get anything else that day, so | went back to my dorm. 


The next day, | was in class while thinking about the commission. 
Although the finals are not far away, | almost didn't listen to the 
content of the teacher's lecture. In a classroom full of students, | 
felt a sense of loneliness, as if | was the only one in another world. 


During my lunch break, | searched for information about Kiba-shi 
in the library. In the library of this school, some books are older 
than those in the nearby library. However, the short time of the 
lunch break wasn’t enough for me to find key information. | 
decided to go back to the dorm after school for now. 


In the afternoon class, | found the scenery that | saw from the 
window was gloomier than usual, and the sky looked like it would 
snow at any time. The winter low is lingering in the east, and a -40 
degree Celsius cold wave was approaching from the north. No 
wonder my lips are so dry. During break time, | was putting on lip 


balm while staring blankly at tomorrow's plan in my notebook. 
Tomorrow is the highlight. 


After school, | finally got the information | wanted from the 
library. It was a monthly magazine for astronomy enthusiasts. | 
found text related to the Sirius Observatory In a back issue ten 
years ago. 


It was an article with its main content was visiting a personal 
observatory. This article was four pages long, and it mentioned 
the Sirius Observatory, with photos. 


| photocopied this article and took it back to the dormitory. As a 
prep material, | got something quite valuable. Regardless of 
whether it has anything to do with the commission, at least | got 
the information that would enable me pass in the meeting 
without a problem. 


That night, | made preparations for tomorrow. | packed my 
notebook and materials, as well as some change of clothes in case 
of emergency. The preparations should be impeccable. If there is 
anything to worry about, it would probably be the weather. 


The weather forecast indicated that there will be snowstorms in 
some areas from the beginning of the day. 


The next day, | asked for a leave from school and went to Hatesaki 
Station. 


When | arrived at the station, there was light snowfall in the sky. 
The surrounding area was a large field that had dried up in the 


winter, and probably because of the snow, it was very dark, even 
though it was still daytime, and | could see the hazy lights of each 
one of the surrounding houses. 


The time is 2 PM. an hour earlier than the meeting time, but there 
are only two trains going there every hour, so | left the dormitory 
and arrived early as a precaution. 


At this unmanned station, apart from me, only two people got off 
the train. 


| decided to wait in the waiting room. The small room only has 
two benches side by side, and there was a burning cylindrical 
stove in the center of the room. | immediately took a position in 
front of the heater, warming my cold hands. 


At this moment, the two men who got off the train and came to 
the platform with me just now walked into the waiting room. 


The two men Sat silently on the bench, each looked at the clock to 
confirm the time, and then began to look around. In this 
inaccessible station, which seems to be located at the end of the 
world, three bored people with nothing to do had gathered. This 
situation is obviously not natural. 


"Excuse me..." 


The first person to speak was me. To be honest, I’m a little scared. 
I’m after all just a high school girl in a strange place surrounded by 
two men | don’t know. 


"Among you two, who is Oe Yoshizono-san?" 


| asked timidly. The two men reacted at the same time, 
exchanging tentative glances at each other, and looking at me 
again. 


"Huh, | see, are you a detective, little girl?" 


The man with the neatly combed in 7:3 ratio hair opened his 
mouth first. He is dressed in a long trench coat and a tight necktie, 
like an elite white-collar worker, but his appearance gave no 
sense of personality. If this was a commercial area, then his figure 
would’ve blended with the background in an instant; his 
appearance is this bland and unremarkable. 


"Don't look at me like this, I'm actually a detective too." He 
pointed his thumb at himself. "Presumably you are too?" 


He asked this to the other man sitting opposite to him. 


That man is wearing sunglasses. Through the thin gray lenses, | 
can barely see his eyes moving. He has short hair and a fine body. 
He wears a black vest under his waterproof jacket and a dog tag 
around his neck. An unusual aura lingered about him. 


The man with the sunglasses nodded silently. 


"There are three detectives here... and the agent hasn't appeared 


yet 


The man in the suit crossed his arms and said in a pretentious 
tone. 


“Umm, what's going on?" My voice was shaking due to 
nervousness and fear. "Wasn’t | the only one who received the 
letter of commission?" 


"It looks like that’s the case." 


The man in the suit said with a scornful smile. "There is still some 
time before the meeting time, | wonder how many people will 
come." 


So... when | think about it, I’m not the only detective that has 
been commissioned. The letter of commission is probably the 
same, as long as the name is changed, the text content will be 
applicable to everyone. Because the client wants to test the 
detective, it would be more efficient to gather several people for 
an interview. 


The two men each began to find a way to pass the time. 


The man in the suit was listening to something with his 
headphones, and he flipped through an English conversation 
book, just like any average white-collar worker wasting time. 


Meanwhile, the man in sunglasses played with foreign coins, and 
from time to time he chuckled as if he remembered something. | 
felt very scared. 


| couldn't bear this kind of atmosphere, and came out of the 
waiting room, planning to sit on the bench outside and wait. 


In the cold air, my exhaled breath turned into a cloud of white 
mist. Looks like it’s snowing harder and harder. There is a thin 
layer of snow on my hair, shoulders, and shorts. If | didn't brush 


the snow off from time to time, | would become a snowman 
immediately. 


About thirty minutes later, the train pulled up to the platform. 


Only one middle-aged man walked off the train and passed the 
ticket gate. His face is red, his figure is slightly fat, his coat is 
rumpled, and his hair is tousled. From his appearance, it’s hard to 
imagine that he is the mysterious agent. 


The middle-aged man also walked into the waiting room as 
expected. The three men could be seen through the glass window 
talking. Finally, the middle-aged man came out alone and walked 
towards me. 


"Huh, a high school detective girl." The middle-aged man said with 
a grin. "I don't think a girl should spend the most important 
teenage years of her life on unrewarding jobs like detectives." 


The man smelled of alcohol and sat next to me. is he drunk in 
broad daylight? 


| quickly moved away from him and found a new seat. 
"Don't be so alert." 

"Excuse me... are you also a detective?" 

"You think | look like anything else?" 

The man opened his arms and said. 


At least as far as I'm concerned you are just a drunk ordinary old 
man. 


"Hey, it's understandable to be suspicious. We all have our 
youthful indiscretions. But how can you be a detective if you’re 
not observant enough?" 


“Not observant... enough?" 


“Lemme show you an example." The man looked at me with a 
greedy gaze. "You attended Mass alone on Christmas last year, 
yeah? But the hymns made bored you so much. You slipped out 
halfway through, bought all kinds of cakes, and ate lots in your 
dormitory room. You even scattered them all over the floor. It 
seems this Christmas was really lonely for you from beginning to 
end." 


"H-how did you know!" 
| couldn't help using a reproachful tone. 


Surprisingly, what he said was roughly correct. The only difference 
is that because | didn't have much money at the time, | couldn't 
buy a lot of cakes, so | only bought one chocolate cake and ate it. 


"Have you been watching me from somewhere?" 


"No no, this is what we call observation ability." The man said 
smugly. "First, judging from your uniform, | deduced that you are 
a student of that famous missionary school. It’s not difficult to 
imagine one of the school's activities is holding Christmas Mass. 
But | heard that the recent school regulations are also very lax. So, 
presumably Mass became not mandatory, but voluntary, right?" 


"Then how did you know that | was alone?" 


"You changed your shorts yourself, didn't you? It should be for 
detective work. And even though today is not a day off, you didn't 
go to school, so you chose to prioritize dealing with the 
commission. Since you are so passionate about detective work, 
I'm sure there aren't many friends you can usually hang out with, 
let alone a boyfriend. Especially on special days like Christmas, 
most people are with people who are close to them. You, on the 
other hand, don't have a relationship to that extent." 


—That was meddlesome. 
But he is right. 


"Basically, stuff like hymns are no fun in general, for you, it's just 
unbearable, right? You kind of gave yourself up and ran out and 
bought cakes. You have a sweet tooth, which is something the 
candies and chocolates sticking up from your backpack told me." 


The man pointed to my back and said. | was surprised, took the 
backpack off and had a look, the zipper is open a bit, revealing the 
snacks | brought. 


| suddenly felt embarrassed, and quickly covered the snacks. 


"You live in a dormitory. This is obvious at a glance. If you live with 
your family, it’s impossible for your mom to not notice your 
wrinkled collars and frayed hem." 


Every time he points out my flaws, | feel very embarrassed, and at 
the same time, very creeped out. If he can see through me from 
such trivial information, then what else can | hide from him. 


—|Is this what it means to be a detective? 


This is the first time | meet a colleague, his ability completely 
shocked me. As a detective, | feel like I’m not even a match to 
such a drunk old man. 


"Aren't you a little bit more respectful of me now, huh?" The man 
took out a small whiskey bottle from his jacket pocket and opened 
the lid. "By the way, isn’t it cold for you waiting in a place like 
this? Wanna go in with me?" 


"Ah... no, I'll just wait here." 
| simply refused. 
The man almost spilled half the whiskey he is drinking. 


"Ah... | see. That's fair, it's almost time, so it's fine to wait here. 
I'm going to go in though, I'm too old to stay here..." 


The middle-aged man staggered back to the waiting room, still 
dragging a heavy suitcase... 


The meeting time at 3 o'clock is finally approaching. 


A white station wagon can be seen coming here along the field 
trail. It tore a gap in the gray snowy scene as it drew near quickly. 


The vehicle stopped in front of the station. 


A man in a suit got out of the driver's seat. The man noticed me 
first and walked toward me. 


"Are you waiting for Oe-sama?" 
He asked. 


"Yes, are you him?" 


"I’m from the taxi company, and Oe-sama told me to send you all 
to the place he designated." 


So we can't even meet the agent now? 


| began to feel uneasy about the prospects. The weather was 
getting worse and worse, and the people who are with me are all 
older men... 


"Please get in the car." 


Hearing what the driver said, | got into the station wagon. | was 
sitting on the back seat, and | put my backpack on the side to take 
space, so that it is not easy for the others to sit near me. 


The men staying in the waiting room of the station also noticed 
the station wagon and came one after another. The man in the 
suit got into the car first, and the man in sunglasses sat in after 
him. 


Then the drunk old man got into the car. Unexpectedly, he didn't 
seem picky about his seating. He sat directly behind the driver's 
seat, with the suitcase occupying a seat next to him. 


The driver came back and sat in the driver's seat. 


"Sorry, we will wait a while before leaving. Do you feel cold inside 
the car? How about some hot drinks for everyone?" 


The driver began to distribute canned coffee in his hands to 
everyone. My body was so cold that it couldn't be any colder, so | 
gratefully took the coffee and put it in the palm of my hand. 


"Why wait a while?" the man in the suit asked. "Hurry up and 
drive." 


"Because it's not 3 o'clock yet." 

"There’s no one in the station anymore." 

"There is a train that arrives at 2:58." 

The man in sunglasses whispered as if talking to himself. 


"There can't be anyone else coming, and even if there is, then 
they're late." 


"Now now, don't be so impatient, you wanna shot too?" 
The drunk uncle held out the whiskey bottle. 
"| don’t drink." 


The man in the suit pushed the bottle away, opened the can of 
coffee and drank it. Then he took a cigarette from his chest 
pocket and tried to light it. 


"Sorry, smoking is prohibited in the car." 
Said the driver. 
"What did you say?" 


The man in the suit raised his voice impatiently and put away his 
cigarette reluctantly. | looked at these noisy adults from the back 
seat, drinking coffee to warm up my body. 


At this moment, a train pulled up to the platform. 


However, no passenger was visible from the outside of the train, 
and the two-car train was blocked from view by the station 
building. 


It didn't take long for the train to appear again, heading away 
through the snow. 


Who got off the train then? 


When the hour hand was pointing exactly at 3 o'clock, a girl 
appeared at the ticket gate. 


She looks so petite and frail. 
—Who is she? 


In my eyes, she almost looked transparent, perhaps because her 
pale skin with thin pigments seemed to blend with the snowy 
scene. Could she be a ghost... that's impossible, right? The neatly 
cut bangs above her eyes flicked gently in the wind. This little 
movement is undoubtedly proof that she does exist. 


She stood quietly in the corner of this deserted and monotonous 
world. Maybe this is very suitable for her, but compared to the 
other detectives that came here, she looked extremely out of 
place. 


As soon as she saw the station wagon, she jogged over here in 
small steps, paying attention to the snow under her feet, and 
carrying a black handbag with both hands... 


Is she the fifth detective? 


That’s unbelievable. 


The reason | say this is because the clothes she wears —the lacy 
shirt and black blazer— is the uniform of junior high students of 
the school | attended. Judging from the color of the ribbon on her 
chest, she is a first-year student. 


She stood beside the station wagon, stretching her neck to look 
inside the vehicle, it looked like she couldn't see what’s going on 
in here from outside. 


The driver got off the station wagon. 

"Are you waiting for Oe-sama?" 

He asked, and she nodded. 

"Please get in the car, we have been waiting for you." 


At the invitation of the driver, she got into the station wagon. 
There were already a few passengers in the car, but she did not 
appear to be particularly surprised about this. On the contrary, 
the other men were the ones who were so speechlessly surprised 
because of the appearance of this little detective. 


| took away my backpack and vacated the seat for her. She didn't 
say anything, and sat in that position, holding her bag on her lap. 


"Then, the time has come, let's set off now." 
The driver moved the vehicle. 


The station wagon, carrying five detectives, finally began to move 
along a road with no turning back. 


The station wagon drove on the snow-filled mountain road, with 
no sight of any buildings or even people. 


"Hey, you." | whispered to her next to me. "Do you understand 
what it means to get in this car?" 


She turned my way and tilted her head slightly. 
"Are you a detective?" 
She nodded. 


"Really? | have never heard of a middle school detective in our 
school..." 


“Because | transferred to my current school only recently." 
She spoke for the first time. 


Her big eyes stared at me, as if observing me. her pale skin, and 
her cheeks reddened from the cold made her look like she is 
blushing, very cute. 


"Ah, alright then, so it just turned out that you are a transfer 
student... but, even if it was so, | didn't expect to accept the same 
commission as a middle school detective from the same school... 
It's a weird coincidence." 


"A weird coincidence indeed." 


The drunk man turned around and said, in a posture that wanted 
to reach our side. 


"Don't harass other girls when you’re drunk, old man. It’s not fun 
when detectives get ‘invited’ by the police for some tea, we might 


get discredited." The man in the suit intervened. "Honestly. Two 
kids, a drunkard, and a gloomy guy... what's going on in this weird 
vehicle? Am | ina prank show?" 


"Quite a talker you are, young man." The drunk man suddenly 
looked serious. "After all, I’m also a detective with a 25-year 
career. I’m not just a simple drunkard." 


"Oh, then look at this to help you sober up." 


The man in the suit grinned, and from the inner pocket of his 
jacket revealed a card with a photo that looked like a driver's 
license. 


Amino Eigo DSC number [367] 


"My name’s Amino Eigo, and my Detective Shelf classification 
number is [367]— old man, how about you? You haven’t 
registered yet?" 


"Hmph." 


The drunk man laughed from his nose. After that, he reached into 
his pockets everywhere, as if rummaging around for something. 
He finally found the card he was looking for and shook it in front 
of Amino. 


Inuzuka Ko DSC number [943] 


"N-number [943]... you... no, are you... rank ‘3’ of number ‘9’? I-is 
this for real?" 


"Yeah, | don't do forgery." 
The man named Inuzuka said so and took a sip from the bottle. 


"I-I'm very sorry! | didn't expect your rank to be so high... please 
forgive me for all my previous rude behaviors!" 


Amino suddenly began to take a low profile. 
| got a glimpse of a corner of the ugly world of adults. 


That said, | didn't expect the drunk man to actually be rank ‘3’. 
Although you can’t judge a book by its cover... 


"What is rank ‘3’?" 

The girl next to me asked. 

"You don’t know?" 

"Yes" she said, narrowing her eyes. "Is it that remarkable?" 
"For us detectives, yes." 


| took out my Detective Library registration card from my wallet 
and showed it to her. 


Samidare Yui DSC number [888] 


"You don't have such a card?" 
"| registered recently." 


She took a notebook out of her bag and pulled out a card from it. 


Kirigiri Kyoko DSC number [919] 


"Wow, you are a number ‘9’ too. A middle school student 
numbered ‘9’... you really chose a cruel path." 


| said in surprise. 


Every detective who has registered in the Detective Library has a 
numbered card. 


The Detective Library— in that place, there are about 65,000 
detectives’ informational files sorted and placed on bookshelves. 
The information of all registered detectives is open to the public, 
and anyone can read it freely. If you have any trouble, you can 
just go to the Detective Library, where there are detectives who 
can handle all kinds of situations, and look at their records of 
cases they were involved in. 


For detectives, in general, there is only one benefit to the library, 
that is, as long as they have registered in the Detective Library, 
they will receive more commissions, similar to a registered labor 
dispatch. 


However, ‘the Detective Library is just a database and does not 
have its own identity’, out of this concept, it does not undertake 
work introduction or referral services. 


Information is disclosed to the public, which means that 
detectives will lose anonymity, but the cases currently being 
worked on will not be disclosed, so it is not a big loss. Past records 
and parts related to personal information are also appropriately 
reserved and not fully disclosed. 


This information is also allocated to specific bookshelves in the 
form of files according to the unique classification method of the 
Detective Library. 


It’s called DSC (Detective Shelf Classification), which is the 
classification number of a detective. 


DSC is represented by three digits. 


The first number is the first division, indicating the type of 
expertise of the detective. Taking Amino's [367] as an example, 
his type is ‘3’. This means that he is good at dealing with economic 
crimes — corruption and dereliction of duty. 


The number ‘9’ of Inuzuka and Kirigiri indicates that they 
specialize in dealing with homicides, which can be said to be a 
more eye-catching type for detectives. But | heard that many 
detectives failed to complete those kinds of commissions and 
were stricken out, and there were many detectives who died in 
the line of duty. 


The next number in the middle is the second division. This is 
derived from the first division and represents a more specialized 
type of expertise. Amino is ‘6’, so he should be good at dealing 
with cases like commercial espionage. From his appearance, 
maybe he himself is very good at being a commercial spy. 


And then— 


“The last number indicates the detective’s rank. Everyone starts 
from ‘9’ at the beginning. Since you have just registered, that’s 
why it’s at ‘9’. The number gradually decreases. The rank of ‘3’ is 
not easily obtainable though, so despite that old man’s looks, he 
is actually a very powerful detective. By the way, the highest rank 
is ‘O’. A zero proves that the person is a master at their field.” 


Detectives with a classification number of 0 are highly respected 
by their peers. They are called the Zero clan or Zero rank. 


If you continue to accumulate merit after reaching rank ‘0’, the 
number in the middle will become ‘0’ for the proficiency category. 
This is called the Double-Zero rank, and they say that to most 
detectives, this is already the peak. 


If it goes further, the first number representing the first division 
will also become a ‘comprehensive’ ‘0’, it is called Triple-Zero 
rank, and that means that detective is a legend and will be 
recorded in the annals of history. 


The Detective Library has been around for 15 years, but | heard 
that only four detectives have managed to receive the [000] 
number. 


"In other words, as long as it reaches rank zero, the detective's 
talent will get recognized?" 


Kirigiri Kyoko asked. 


It was like a child who had found a hidden treasure — her eyes are 
SO pure. 


"Yes, that’s true... but I’m going to state in advance that this is not 
an easy task. In fact, | started as a detective at the same age as 
you, and finally reached this rank after three years." 


"Show me that card." Amino snatched my card forcibly. "What?!... 
You’re a high school student, yet you’re already at rank ‘8’?... 
whatever, there’s still no way you can compare with me. That’s so 
stupid, a high school detective girl." 


Amino seemed to be in a very uneasy mood. 


"What about you little sunglasses bro? You have a card too, don't 
you?" 


Inuzuka asked the man wearing sunglasses. 


He remained silent, taking the card from his pocket and showing it 
to others. 


Enbi shita DSC number [245] 


"Wh-what... rank ‘5’... actually higher than me..." 


Amino’s whole body trembled. 


The rank number is indeed a measure of the detective's talent, 
but | think it is not good to be as superstitious as him. 


"In other words, everyone has a card." 
Enbi whispered. 


"There's nothing strange about choosing detectives registered in 
the Detective Library when you wanna propose a commission." 
Inuzuka said with a large grin. "It's just that, if | were the 
commissioning party, I'd be looking for as many zero ranks as 


possible...... 


"Indeed it is. But they may also be in the mindset of trying it out, 
so they chose a few more of different ranks." 


Amino said. He was completely respectful to Inuzuka now. Since 
he has the ability to investigate commercial espionage, he should 
be very adaptable. 


"Hmm... that's possible. After all, everyone is good at different 
fields. And the gentleman who’s going to meet with us seems to 
be a rather weird person." 


"Oh, do you know who the client is?" 


"Yes, a detective of my rank can instantly know who the 
anonymous client is." 


"Who are they then?" 


"Kiba Ryuichiro, that man is a bit well-known and a bigwig in the 
underground world. The place we are going to now is the personal 
observatory he built. Isn’t that's right? Driver-san." 


However, the driver did not answer anything. Maybe it’s because 
someone told him not to answer questions beforehand. 


"The Sirius Observatory was mentioned in the letter of 
commission." Amino said. "What kind of place is that? Maybe 
Inuzuka-san knows..." 


"Didn't you even look into these things before you came here, 
young man? It can’t be helped | guess, lemme tell you then." 


Inuzuka didn't look very reluctant either, he had been completely 
coaxed by Amino. 


"The Sirius Observatory is in the shape of a pentagram when 
viewed from above. | heard the pentagonal part in the center is 
the dome observatory where the astronomical telescope is 
placed." 


Inuzuka said triumphantly, | did investigate the things he 
mentioned. Even | was able to learn this information simply 
through the press releases in astronomy magazines, so the other 
detectives may have deliberately pretended not to know. 


"By the way, Sirius is the star in the constellation Canis Major. It’s 
famous as one of the corners of the Winter Triangle. It’s a very 
bright star. This star’s actually—" 


"Actually what?" 
Amino echoed. 


"It looks like one star, but it's actually two— it's a famous binary 
star." 


"Wh-what!" 


"The one that’s particularly bright is called Sirius A, and the 
smaller one is called Sirius B. Sirius B is covered by the light of 
Sirius A and wasn’t discovered until astronomical telescopes were 
developed." 


"The name of the observatory is Sirius... Could it be that the 
building is also a twin structure?" 


"Quite attentive, Amino-kun. The Sirius Observatory is modeled 
after these stars and is made up of two star-shaped buildings, 
large and small. The larger Sirius A is the main building, and the 
smaller Sirius B is the entrance hall. It's an independent building. 
Judging from this strangely structured building, you can tell that 
the owner is a very weird guy." 


"You really deserve to be rank ‘3’! | didn't expect one to have 
investigated so thoroughly in advance." 


"Yep, yep." 
Inuzuka laughed with satisfaction. 
After this, his rhetoric continued. Since almost everything he said 


was in the astronomy magazine, | just looked at the snow-white 
scenery outside the car window and listened indifferently. 


It has probably been more than an hour since the station wagon 
departed. The snow outside grew stronger and the forest was 
covered with white. In the midst of the narrow mountain path, 
branches piled with snow held up arches and hung overhead. 


Suddenly, the station wagon stopped in a place where there is 
nothing. 


“Hey, Driver-san, what's the matter?" 
"We have arrived." 
The driver turned around and said. 


| checked out the window. There is no building near the road 
surrounded by trees. 


"Hey, Stop playing around!" 
Amino raised his voice. 

"You want us to walk from here?" 
Enbi whispered. 


"Yes, that's what Oe-sama said. According to his arrangement, | 
will let everyone get off here and go back." 


"You have no reason to let us get off in a place like this, Inuzuka- 
sensei will also find it very troublesome!" Amino yelled. "Oh | get 
it, then I'll pay you extra, and you will take us to the Sirius 
Observatory. Okay, go ahead and reset your meter." 


"I’m sorry | cannot accept such a request." 


"Are you actually refusing? Which taxi company do you belong to? 
Inuzuka-sensei, what do you think we should do with this guy? | 
think we should teach him a lesson and let him know the 
consequences of insulting us detectives..." 


"Hey, calm down, young man. This can be considered the client's 
reluctance to contact people other than detectives. It’s the 
detective's job to understand the client's intentions." 


Inuzuka smiled with self-appreciation, picked up his luggage, 
opened the door of the station wagon, and planted his first 
footprint on the white snow. 


"Your life was almost done." 
Amino said so viciously to the driver as he got out of the car. 


Then, Enbi remained silent and got off the car. He helped his tilted 
sunglasses and carried the small Boston bag on his shoulder. 


“Come on, let's get off the car too." 
| urged Kirigiri. 
Kirigiri stood up with her bag. 


When going down the steps, Kirigiri looked towards the driver's 
seat and asked. 


"How did you receive instructions from Oe Yoshizono? 
"What exactly... do you mean by how? " 

The driver asked rhetorically. 

"Did you meet him directly?" 


"No, | just accepted his instructions over the phone, and didn't 
meet him directly. The station wagon was also arranged according 
to his pre-designated arrangements." 


"What was his voice like?" 


"Well... Even if you ask me... | can only say that it was a very 
ordinary male voice." 


"| see." 
Kirigiri said indifferently, getting out of the car casually. 


What is the matter with these few sentences just now? Does she 
want to know the real identity of the agent? In any case, it seems 
that the driver is simply entrusted and loyal to the client. 


| was the last to get off the car. 


After the five detectives got out, the station wagon relentlessly 
turned back along the snow-covered road, and soon disappeared 
in the snow, leaving only its tracks. We were completely 
abandoned in the mountains. 


"If we can't get to the Sirius Observatory before the sun goes 
down, that would be trouble." 


Inuzuka opened his hands and made a gesture as if he wanted to 
catch the snow. 


Enbi walked forward first. In an instant, his feet sank into the 
snow and his body lost his balance, but he quickly stood firm. 


"The snow is quite deep, be careful." 
He turned around and said, as if to warn us. 


| felt that he was the most reliable one in terms of physical and 
moral qualities. His classification number [245] means ‘Political 


crimes — Terrorism — Rank 5’, which means that he is an armed 
detective who fights against terrorists. Both his reticence and his 
depression are probably due to his past experiences. He drags one 
foot when he walks. Is this also because of some old injuries he 
got from the battlefield? 


"Anyway... There is only one way to go, let's just move forward." 


When | said this, Inuzuka and Amino glanced at me as if they were 
saying "| know", and then they followed behind Enbi. 


"Let's go, Kirigiri-chan." 


She was still standing motionless in the snow when | said this, 
intending to push her from behind. 


Kirigiri turned back to me, a thin frown creasing her brow. 
"Maybe we should head back from here." 

"Huh? After coming all the way here? You want to go back?" 
"| heard footsteps." 

"Footsteps?" 


Perhaps because of the snow, the surrounding area was silent, yet 
| didn't hear anyone's footsteps. | tilted my head and looked at 
her again. 


| didn't understand her words that seemed to make her feel a 
little anxious, her expression became more serious, and she 
looked at the backs of the men who had gone out a distance. 


"| can't leave them alone either..." 


Kirigiri whispered, and started to move forward. 
"Ah, wait a minute." 
| quickly followed her. 


It feels like if | take my eyes away from her for just a little, it will 
be difficult to find her in the snow. | rushed to her right away and 
looked at her back. 


"What have you been talking about just now." 

"Don't you care?" 

Kirigiri still looked ahead and said. 

"Care about what?" 

"The strange letter of commission." 

"Well... it's definitely something to care about, but..." 
"| wonder, does Oe Yoshizono really exist?" 

"What?" 

| tilted my head. 


"Oe Yoshizono... by changing the pronunciation a little bit... it 
becomes Owen U.N." 


"Could it be... U. N. Owen? No way, this is just a coincidence, 
right?" 


This name appeared in the famous mystery novel ‘And Then There 
Were None’. In that story, with an isolated island as the 
background, ten people were killed one after another. They all 


received an invitation letter from a person named U.N. Owen. It’s 
a word play of the word ‘unknown’. 


"Even if the agent is U. N. Owen, what exactly do they want to do? 
Do they want to recreate 'And Then There Were None’? He 
deliberately put this name like a hint on the commission letter, 
what if they accidentally leaked the mystery before it takes actual 
effect?" 


"It doesn't seem to have leaked yet." 

Kirigiri pointed to the men walking along the road. 
"No... isn’t this just overthinking?" 

"It would be great if this was the case." 

Kirigiri shrank her neck and said. 

What did she realize? 

The truth about this bizarre commission? 


"In any case, let’s just follow those people for the time being. If 
we are left in this snow-capped mountain, we will freeze to death 
before being able to accept the commission." 


When | said this, Kirigiri nodded in agreement, and followed me. 
Her steps are very small, it is a bit difficult for her to catch up with 
me, | walked more slowly in order to let her keep up. 


"Hey, about you." | talked to Kirigiri. "Why did you decide to be a 
detective? After all, you are a detective in middle school. You 
should have your reasons for that?" 


",..| didn't decide to be one." 

"Ehe” 

"| was born a detective." 

"Fufu, what's this, some kind of hard-boiled story?" 


| said half-jokingly. But to be honest, it would be more accurate to 
say that she is cute-boiled rather than hard-boiled. 


However, she had a serious expression without the slightest smile 
on her face. 


"Could it be that your family's ancestral profession is detective 
work?" 


"Yes." 

Kirigiri replied briefly, blowing away the snow falling on her head. 
“Ohhh— that means you’re going to inherit the detective work?" 
"Yes." 

This time there was pride in her voice. 

"Don’t you dislike that?" 

Dislike what? 

She looked up at me with an expression as if she was saying this. 


"Even if it's an ancestral profession, why would you want to 
inherit it? It's detective work. There are many other choices in this 
world, right? Being an idol, a nurse, a baker... Everyone has been 


saying to me that detective work is not suitable for women to 
occupy." 


"| never think based on preferences." Kirigiri replied blankly. "For 
me, being a detective is the same as being alive." 


"That sounds like a heavy burden... That means that's what your 
family has been telling you growing up?" 


"Yes," 


Kirigiri affirmed very simply. From the way she looks, she doesn’t 
feel any shred of doubt about it. 


On the flip side, her incomparably pure and flawless eyes gave me 
a fragile feeling. Her family background is probably far beyond my 
imagination. 


Kirigiri seemed to want to ask something, and kept looking at me. 
"What's up?" 

When | asked, she immediately looked away and said: 

pers And you?" 


"Eh? You want to ask me why | wanted to be a detective? Of 
course it's because... | want to be an ally of justice... | guess. Reach 
out to those who seek help! Yep, this is what a detective should 
be." 


She didn't express any special reaction to my enthusiastic tone. 
Instead, she looked at me as if she had seen some exotic creature. 


"What kind of reaction is that, I'm serious." 


"Hmm... is that so." 


"You're the one who asked, and now you look disinterested, 
what's with this? | mean, you are a middle schooler at the same 
school as me, so why don't you act a little more like one? I'm not 
saying you should use honorifics, but you should be more polite to 
your upperclassmen..." 


“For example?" 


"Well..." | thought about it a bit. "We are three grades apart, so | 

don’t feel like a school upperclassman to you, but more like a big 
sister. Then... you can call me onéchan when you talk to me. How 
about that?" 


"Onésama?" 


"No, no, it doesn't need to be so formal, don't add ‘sama’, just a 
simple ‘chan’. Onésama feels a bit embarrassing." 


"Yui-onésama." 
"D-don't do this, it's embarrassing! Change it to the other one." 


"| don't think it matters what you get called." Kirigiri said with a 
sigh. "Let’s stop talking about this and move quickly, you are going 
to fall behind, Yui-onésama." 


"You’re doing this on purpose!" 


| couldn't help but squirm and cover my face. If this continues, this 
may become a memory piece that | cannot bear to look back on in 
the future, and | feel that it can also cause public 
misunderstanding. 


Kirigiri walked ahead alone. 
| protested while hurriedly following her. 


Looking in front of me along road, | saw that the other men had 
stopped and seemed to be thinking about something. 


| trotted with Kirigiri and caught up with them. 


In front of our eyes, a big sign stood. 


‘Welcome to the Despairesque Sirius Observatory’ 


| wonder who made this prank, but ‘Picturesque’ was changed to 
‘Despairesque’ with red spray paint. What's weird about this 
creepy implication is that we didn't care about it at the time. If 
you ask why, it is because of the fact that there is something more 
important in front of us, we have reached the Sirius Observatory. 


There is an arrow marking on the signboard, and there is indeed a 
narrow path in the direction of the arrow. 


"Could this arrow be a prank too?" 
Amino said, holding his arms. 


"It's hard to imagine that the client's purpose is to put us in 
danger." Inuzuka was really calm. "Even if this is a trap, we don't 
have to worry about warmth. | have lots of whiskey after all!" 


He said so and patted the suitcase. 


"What about the minors?" 
"Just keep them warm with your body heat." 
Inuzuka gave a wretched smile. 


For a rank ‘3’ detective, | don’t have any respect for him. A 
detective should be a clean and honest gentleman... Maybe that’s 
just a stereotype after all. In any case, he is only rank ‘3’, a 
detective with the number ‘2’ or ‘1’ is definitely much better than 
him. Not to mention level zero, they probably look like people 
from another world... 


The men headed by Enbi began to walk along the road. 


If we really wait until the sun goes down, we might all be lost. The 
snow-covered road in the forest is getting darker and darker, and 
the wind is getting stronger. There was no other movement 
except for the few of us who walked feebly. 


The men didn't try to care about me and Kirigiri, who had 
relatively small steps, and went farther and farther. We had to 
follow their footsteps in the darkness. 


Kirigiri suddenly pointed to the road in front. 
"Look, Yui-onésama, it's light." 


| looked up, and across the snowstorm curtain, | could faintly see 
lights from a building. 


Anyway, just now— 


"You are still calling me..." 


Kirigiri ignored me and went on first. 
—Hey, never mind. 


The building is located on a slightly higher open area, and the 
warm light reflected the surrounding snow-white landscape into 
red. Perhaps the lighting was leaking from the glass-clad building. 
It emits a dazzling light like a constellation star in the dark space, 
it’s basically a star on the ground. However, the snow blowing by 
wind blurred my vision, which made its overall shape look a bit 
distorted, like a mirage. 


We finally arrived at the Sirius Observatory. 


The Sirius Observatory is just like what Inuzuka described-— or 
based on the data | gathered— it is a star-shaped twin structure 
building. It's just that from our perspective, we can’t see if it is a 
star or not, it looks like an ordinary flat building. 


Sirius Observatory 


Astronomical Telescope 


Dressing Table 


Refrigerator 


Shower and Toilet 


Stairs 


Building B 


The first building that greeted us was the small one, which was 
Building B, that imitated Sirius B. Didn’t they say that it is an 
independent entrance hall, it is inlaid wholly with glass, so the 
interior is unobstructed. In the front of Building B, | can see 
Building A, the main building shining brightly. 


We rushed into Building B, and the automatic door at the 
entrance opened, greeting us. 


We finally reached a place we can use to escape the snowstorm. | 
patted my chest, and felt that even my heart was already cold. 


As soon as we entered the building, in front of us are stairs 
leading underground, and the door beyond the stairs is the real 
entrance door. 


"This structure is really annoying." Amino complained as he 
smoothed his messed up 7:3 ratio hair. "If we want to go to the 
main building, we have to go through this underground passage?" 


"In order for the main building to have rooms with far-reaching 
ends in all directions, it was required to not have a hallway." 


| said while recalling the contents of the magazine. 
"Speaking of which... no one came out to greet us." 


Inuzuka walked down the stairs leading underground and stood in 
front of the double doors of the entrance. An intercom was 
installed on the wall next to it. 


Inuzuka rudely pressed the button. 


However, there was no response. 


"The lights are still on, but it looks like no one is here..." 
Inuzuka had some doubts. 
"Could it be that they went out because of something urgent?" 


"Weren't there no footprints near the entrance? It means that no 
one came in or out for a couple of hours." 


"Ah, that’s true." 
Amino said admiringly. 


"First it’s Kiba-shi, and now even the agent isn’t here, what's going 
on?" 


Inuzuka put his hand on the door. 
"Huh? The door’s open." 
The door opened silently. 


"There’s no movement." Enbi said after peeping carefully through 
the door. "You guys wait here." 


Enbi quickly dove inside, and then said "safe" out loud. After 
hearing this somewhat dramatic signal, we entered. 


"No one came out to meet us. this client is becoming more and 
more inexplicable." 


Amino said impatiently. 


In front is an underground passage of about 20 meters. The term 
underground passage often gives people the impression of dark 
and damp, but it is different here. Underground lights are 


installed every few meters, reminiscent of the passage of a movie 
theater. 


At the end of the passage, there is a double door like before. 
There is no keyhole on this door, and it opened with a slight pull. 


We finally arrived at the main building. 


This time we walked up the stairs leading to ground level, and the 
extra bright light poured down from the top of the stairs. We 
walked up the stairs together vigilantly. 


"Huh, so this is the Sirius Observatory." 
Inuzuka let out an exclamation. 


The first thing that caught our attention was the dome-like ceiling, 
the inside of which was covered with mirrors. 


It looks like a hemispherical concave mirror is covering our heads. 
Under the effect of this concave mirror, the lighting was 
enhanced. 


"What's going on, it feels like I’m being thrown into a strange 
experimental apparatus." 


Amino murmured. 


"It reminds me of Ranpo’s ‘Hell of Mirrors’. Though that was a full 
sphere with all the surface on the inside filled with mirrors..." 
Inuzuka grinned. "Do you know that when it comes to concave 
mirrors, it’s one of the indispensable props in astronomical 
observations. Almost all large-aperture telescopes use concave 
mirrors." 


We looked stretched and deformed on the ceiling. The world 
reflected in the concave mirror is not only inverted right to left, 
but also upside down. In that twisted mirror world, we are looking 
down here with these distorted faces, which makes me feel 
uncomfortable. 


"This mirror thing’s really strange. Compared to the world we’re 
familiar with; such a seemingly unreal world’s waiting with its 
mouth wide open just a stone's throw away. | didn't expect to see 
mirrors on the ceiling, Kiba Ryuichiro-shi sure is an eccentric and 
romantic person." 


Inuzuka sounded very emotional. 


However, according to my information, the concave mirror on the 
ceiling seems to be just aluminum plates to enhance the effect of 
lighting and for heat preservation. From a structural point of view, 
the central hall has no windows, so it wasn’t necessarily because 
the owner of the building has a thing for mirrors. 


Reaching the top of the stairs, | was finally able to see the 
panoramic view of the hall clearly. 


The hall is pentagonal, with a door in the center of each side that 
leads to a room. There is a total of five doors, which means there 
are five triangular rooms that make up the corners of the star. 


There is also a round table in the middle of the hall and a small 
armchair next to it. 


An armchair is mainly a chair for one person to sit on. People call 
detectives who do not need to go directly to the crime scene and 


solve the case on the spot as armchair detectives. The back and 
surface of the chair in front of us is covered with thick cushions 
and supported by wooden legs. | can imagine great detectives 
using this chair to think calmly. 


And that’s everything in the hall. 
The most crucial astronomical telescope is missing. 


"Eh...2 There should be a big telescope like the one in the 
picture..." 


| hugged my arms and said. 


"One year and three months ago, Kiba Ryuichiro was fined for tax 
evasion..." Enbi suddenly spoke. "The astronomical telescope was 
levied to mortgage his unpaid taxes. most things here have 
disappeared completely, right? This is the style of the 
government, the officials have always been like this, they don’t 


care at all about the places they go to...... 
"H-how did you know such a thing?" 
| asked him in surprise. 


"You will know it if you had investigated." He replied calmly. "And 
also, after two months, this entire building was put up for sale, 
and a new IT company bought it. However, that company seems 
to be a shell company established by a certain enterprise. As for 
what it’s hiding, | haven't found out yet." 


"Why didn't you say so earlier?" 


Amino had a bad tone. 


"Isn't intelligence a commodity? What kind of idiot in this world 
gives out commodities for free?" 


Despite Enbi’s low voice, Amino fell silent. 


"If Enbi-kun is correct, it means that this building is no longer the 
property of Kiba Ryuichiro-shi." 


Inuzuka's expression was gloomy. 


"So this case has nothing to do with that Kiba guy... then... who is 
the client?" 


Amino said in dismay. 
No one can answer his question. 


"l-in conclusion, we can only wait for the agent named Oe to 
appear. With such a pretense, this commission may have been put 
forward by a very Important person." 


Amino said. 


We looked at each other, and then our eyes began to wander 
aimlessly. The little doubts and uneasiness hidden in our hearts 
seem to be rubbing and colliding with each other... 


"Although it's a bit rude, since the owner isn’t here anymore, let's 
explore this place." 


Inuzuka doesn't look discouraged yet, | can tell that this comes 
from his rank ‘3’. He opened a door nearby and observed the 
inside of the room. 


"Let's investigate the surroundings too, shall we, Kirigiri-chan." 


| said to her. 
"Investigations are faster if we split up." 


She answered calmly, and walked deep into the hall alone. | did 
start to treat her as a companion, but she doesn't seem to feel 
that way. It made me feel like | was being taught a lesson by a 
younger girl. 


Dejectedly, | randomly found a room and inspected it. 


The room is the same as written in the article. The room itself is 
triangular, but since there is a closet on the right-hand side and a 
toilet and bathroom on the left, it was actually shaped like a home 
plate facing inward. The bed is next to the closet, and across from 
it is the dresser and mini-fridge. 


Nearly half of the two sides of the triangle are inlaid with glass, 
which seems to be designed as a lookout window. However, when 
| opened the curtains and looked out, | could only see white 
snowflakes flying in the dark forest. Even in the daytime or when 
it isn’t snowing, the view would probably be not so good. These 
windows weren’t designed for people to look at the ground, but 
to look at the stars. 


In the innermost part of the room, near the tip of the triangle, 
there is an astronomical telescope. This telescope is not as huge 
as the one that got expropriated, this is probably for personal use. 
Having said that, compared to usual astronomical telescopes that 
comes to mind, this telescope is larger, probably with a large 
aperture, its price must be just as large. 


After | opened the curtains, | tried to look into the eyepiece of the 
telescope, but only the dim darkness was reflected inside, and the 
stars were naturally not seen. 


With a little effort, | changed the direction of the astronomical 
telescope, and pointed the front end of the telescope into the 
room. Looking inside, | can see hall from the open door, however 
the vision is extremely blurry. 


"Started playing so soon huh?" 
A giant monster appeared in the lens. 


| let out a short scream and removed my eyes from the 
astronomical telescope. 


Inuzuka was standing at the entrance of the room. 
"Don't shout like that, it will cause others to misunderstand." 


Inuzuka said hurriedly. Unsurprisingly, Amino rushed into the 
room immediately. 


"What happened?" 


"No, Nothing interesting here unfortunately." Inuzuka put his 
hand on his forehead, making a very unthreatening look. "It 
seems that the structure of each room is the same. It really is a 
very suitable place for observing celestial bodies." 


"For real, if it weren't for this kind of weather, maybe we can even 
find a new star." 


Amino chuckled. 


"By the way, these astronomical telescopes are really good. They 
are made in Germany and have a diameter of 200 millimeters. It’s 
a Newtonian telescope. Now, look, there is no lens at the front of 
the barrel, right? Through this, deep down you can see the 
concave mirror” 


"It's different from ordinary astronomical telescopes. The 
peephole is on the side of the barrel. | also looked through 
another room just now, and | could barely see Building B." 


Amino happily picked up Inuzuka's words. 


"Yes, yes, the ordinary astronomical telescopes you are talking 
about refer to the more common refracting telescopes. That type 
uses lenses to form images in the lens barrel. For beginners, this 
type of telescope must be easier to use, because the position of 
the stars is in a straight line with the direction of looking." 


How astronomical telescopes work 


Refracting astronimical telescope 


Objective lens 


Oblique “SA 
Image ‘ 


Newtonian reflector telescope 


Inuzuka with a drunken tone, kept showing off his knowledge of 
telescopes. 


| lost interest in the astronomical telescope and went to look at 
the closet and bathroom, but found nothing of interest there. 


"At the same time, this kind of reflective telescope can be bought 
at a low price with a large-aperture telescope, because it doesn’t 
use a lens, but a concave mirror. The image reflected on the 
mirror surface is reflected laterally by the internal mirror. So the 
eyepiece is on the side of the lens barrel. This was invented by 
Newton." 


"You’re so familiar with astronomical observation Inuzuka- 
sensei..." 


"Because | was in the Astronomy club when | was in school, 
hahaha." 


So your knowledge is from more than 20 years ago. 


| opened the refrigerator while listening to them indifferently. The 
refrigeration inside is very good, there is mineral water and 
bottles of cola, and two cans of beer. 


| checked the expiration date of the mineral water, and it still has 
a long time to expire. That probably means that it was put in the 
refrigerator not too long ago. 


| left Inuzuka and Amino and exited out of the room. 


In the hall, Enbi stood with his arms crossed, leaning his body 
against the round table. 


"Did you find something?" 
| asked him. 
"No... nothing." 


"| also looked into the room over there. There was nothing in it. 
Mysterious codes, books with missing pages... nothing of that 
sort." 


"We were not called to hunt for treasure..." 
Enbi sighed. 
At this moment Inuzuka and Amino returned. 


"We lifted up all the sheets, looked through the telescopes, and 
turned on the showers. There was nothing suspicious. Of course, 
the mysterious agent didn't seem to be there either." 


After that, Kirigiri came out of another room. She just shook her 
head. 


“Hmm, nothing..." 


"What should we do, Inuzuka-sensei? We can't just walk back in 
such heavy snow. My cell phone... Unsurprisingly, there is no 
signal, and there seems to be no phones here either, so there is 
no way to ask for help." 


"No, no, no. It's too early to decide to leave this place now. 
Maybe the agent will appear." 


Inuzuka still said with a carefree expression on his face. 


"Will the agent show up..." 


Amino finally begun to doubt him. 


We were summoned to this place, could it be an attempt to 
commit a crime? 


Is this a trap... 
"Can we stop thinking about the letter of commission?" 
Enbi whispered. 


"Yes, | agree with Enbi-kun." Inuzuka said. "Maybe the client's 
plan is exactly what’s making us think that way. Maybe the 
interview has already started. It's a competition of patience. If you 
want to pass the test, you must strictly follow the instructions in 
the letter of commission. Isn’t this the case?" 


"It would be great if it’s so..." 
Amino muttered solemnly. 


"Anyway, we can't look back anymore. We need to be mentally 
prepared to stay here for the night. There are five rooms for all of 
us after all." 


"You plan to sleep in such a place?" 


"So you want to go back alone, Amino-kun? In this case, I'll not 
only have one less competitor, but also no one to sing praises for 
me." Inuzuka smiled calmly and walked through the hall. "I'll just 
borrow the room here." 


Inuzuka chose the room himself, and closed the door behind him. 


Seeing this scene, Enbi also entered a nearby room and closed the 
door silently. 


"There's something wrong with them for sure." Amino put his thin 
briefcase on the table with a thud. "If I'd known things would turn 
out like this, | would’ve prepared more before coming here. This is 
all | brought, and | don't even have a change of clothes." 


Kirigiri and | could only look at him sympathetically. 
"Do you girls plan to stay too?" 


"There's no other choice... it's impossible to go back at least until 
dawn." 


| said. 


"Hey, why don't the three of us go together to find if someone is 
nearby? This commission is giving me a bad feeling. If the three of 
us go Out together, maybe we can find someone to ask for help. 
We Should get out of here as soon as possible, don’t you think?" 


“Even though | too have a bad feeling, | think it's still better here 
than going out. You will definitely die running outside in such a 
snow-stormy night." 


"You'll regret it. You won't know which is better until you get the 
results." 


Amino said a little bit arrogantly, grabbing the briefcase and 
entering an empty room. The sound of him slamming the door 
reverberated in the hall. 


"This is annoying." 


| said to Kirigiri. 


Her face was still bloodless, | didn’t sense what she was thinking 
through her eyes, she just stared at the walls of the hall. 


"Are you okay?" 

"Yeah." 

"Did you bring a change of clothes?" 

"It's okay to go a week without a change of clothes." 

"No, | think it's better for you to treat this as a problem..." 


| had anticipated that this might happen a long time ago, so | 
brought a change of clothes. Because when | saw pictures of the 
Sirius Observatory in the magazine, | suspected that during the 
interview, | might have to spend the night there. My prediction 
came true. 


As Inuzuka said, maybe patience is a part of the interview. 


"Which room do you want to use? If you are scared, you can stay 
with me." 


| asked, Kirigiri seemed hesitant, compared the two doors, and 
pointed to one of them. 


"Wow, what a coincidence, | wanted to choose that one too. Then 
we’ll have to use it together." 


When | said this, Kirigiri frowned and turned her eyes back to me. 


"Not true! Kidding! | choose the remaining room." 


Kirigiri silently turned her back to me and entered the room. Is 
she angry? 


| walked into the fifth remaining room. 


The sheets on the bed were lifted up, and the bathroom door was 
still open. It must’ve been either Inuzuka or Amino who left 
without cleaning up after investigating the room. | sighed, remade 
the bed, and dropped my backpack on it. 


| looked out the window, and there was still only white and dark 
outside. 


When will the snow stop? If... the snowstorm becomes more 
intense in the morning, it might not just be a matter of spending a 
night or two here. 


| suddenly became a little anxious and checked the refrigerator. 
There is juice and beer inside. 

There is no food. 

| started to think that this fact is a very big problem. 


There probably is no food stocked in this entire building either. If 
we were to stay here for several days due to the snowstorm, 
wouldn't we start starving to death soon? 


| looked inside my backpack. There was a bag of chocolate bars 
and some candies, which | have as snacks. 


How many days can water and these things last... 


Maybe we are in a much more dangerous situation than we 
thought. 


| sat on the bed and agonized for a while. my consciousness is a 
little fuzzy, maybe because | walked through the snow without an 
umbrella for a while. It won’t be fun to have a fever in this 
situation. 


| laid down on the bed and stared at the ceiling. 
| took the phone out of my pocket to check. 
no signal. 


| accepted this fact very naturally. How could a cell phone get a 
signal at a time like this when we detectives were gathered in a 
snow-blocked building. 


That mysterious letter of commission... what on earth is going on. 
Who brought us here and for what purpose? 

The more | think about it... the hazier my consciousness becomes. 
| wanted to cheer myself up, so | went to the hall. 


There was only one person in the hall, and she stood still facing 
the wall. 


"Eh, what are you doing here?" 


| asked. She turned back as if she wanted to say something. 
Directly opposite her on the wall is a built-in cupboard with the lid 
open. 


"Oooh, what did you find?" 


The inside of the cabinet is lined with strange things that 
resemble switches. The words written on the control panel were 
supposed to be operating instructions, but they are all in a foreign 
language, presumably German. One of them was a particularly 
striking push-button switch with black and yellow warning lines 
surrounding the switch on all sides. 


"l-is this a... self-destruct button...?" 


"This is the switch that opens and closes the ceiling dome." Kirigiri 
said helplessly. "It also says how to operate the astronomical 
telescope." 


"Do you understand German?" 

"No, just a little, because | have been to Germany several times." 
That's remarkable, | have headaches even from English exams. 
"Let’s press it and see." 

"Ah." 

| pressed the button before getting Kirigiri’s permission. 


There was a sound like an engine starting from somewhere. | 
looked up at the ceiling, and there was a gap in the concave 
mirror. What emerged from the gap was not the world inside the 
mirror... but the dark gray night sky. 


The wind and snow blew in immediately, and the snow that had 
accumulated on the roof also crashed down. 


The almost freezing air enveloped us. 


"Woah, it's cold." 

| quickly pressed the button, but the dome didn’t stop. 
"W-wait... how can | revert it?” 

"Pull up the lever over there and press the button again." 


| did as she said, and the dome closed slowly, and it took less than 
a minute to fully close. Leaving the snow puffing down, the dome 
finally closed completely. 


“Hey, what was that noise just now?" 

Amino looked terrified, poking his face from the crack in the door. 
"It was the ceiling opening up." 

"Ceiling?" 


Amino came out of the room and looked up at the ceiling. He then 
glanced at me with an expression of ‘What are you saying, idiot?’ 


"Oya, guys, you are all here." 
Inuzuka came out at that moment, too. 
"Inuzuka-sensei, what happened?" 


"Oh, it's not really in my nature to sit still. | was trying to 
investigate the building a little more thoroughly..." 


"Didn't we investigate sufficiently just now?" 


"This time, let's assume there’s a secret door or passage in this 
building. Let's investigate on this premise." 


"| don't think there are such things here." 


"Didn't these little girls just find the switch that operates the 
ceiling? Think about it. There are no signs of anyone coming in or 
out, yet the lights in the building are on and even the entrance 
door is open. This has to make you at least feel that there should 
be someone inside the building." 


Inuzuka's words do make sense, and | nodded in agreement. 


"Everyone will investigate carefully this time, but we will split into 
two groups. It’s a mistake if everyone is investigating together." 


Enbi who was resting in the room was also called into the hall. 
When he came out of the room, he staggered for some reason 
and almost fell. He held his head and leaned his body on the 
round table. 


"Are you alright?" 
| asked him, and he nodded silently. 
We immediately started grouping. 


| said that | would join Kirigiri. She is a girl from my school after all, 
she is also very cute, and | admire her ability as a detective. Most 
importantly, she makes me feel that | can't leave her alone. Kirigiri 
also did not object to teaming up with me. 


"Then we three uncles group..." 
Before Inuzuka's words were finished, Amino spoke quickly: 


"l’ll go with them. You see, it's always better to have an adult to 
follow." 


Amino came up next to me. 


"True, I'll leave it to you then, and I'll move together with Enbi- 


kun. 
We split up in the hall and started exploring separately. 
"Okay, let's go, you two." 

Amino walked in front of us with the air of a leader. 


We went through the underground passage and headed to 
Building B. 


In Building B, which exists as a foyer, there are only stairs leading 
to the underground passage, without any decorations. Almost 
every wall is inlaid with glass, so it is impossible to have any 
switch in the wall. 


"Good grief, I’ll leave the investigation to you, let me know when 
it's over." 


Amino leaned back against the stairs railing, took out a cigarette 
and a lighter from his suit pocket, and started smoking leisurely. 


So he teamed up with us to be lazy. Adults are really devious. 


Although | had a lot to say, | ignored him for now and re- 
investigated the automatic door at the entrance. 


There are still traces of our entry on the snow outside, and these 
footprints are slowly being concealed by the snow. There is no 
new footprint of anyone intruding after that. 


Since there was nothing else to investigate in Building B, we 
immediately decided to return to the underground passage. 


"Should we lock the entrance door?" 


| asked our leader for instructions. But Amino looked indifferent, 
so | decided to lock the door on my own. 


Kirigiri knocked on the walls and floor as if knocking on a door, 
while moving in small steps. | followed her and started 
investigating the underground passage. 


We arrived at the entrance of Building A without finding anything. 


Kirigiri stood up from the ground, adjusted the hem of her skirt, 
and shook her head with a vacant expression. 


“How could there be any secret room?" Amino said, pressing the 
cigarette in the portable ashtray. "The danger I'm feeling is not 
that kind... It's something more like..." 


Amino grumbled as he walked up the stairs to the main building. 


He suddenly stopped in the middle of the stairs, looking up at the 
ceiling in confusion. 


"Damnit, why am | a little dizzy..." 


When we returned to the hall, Inuzuka and Enbi were still 
exploring the guest rooms, and they were now investigating mine. 


"Wh-what are you doing in someone else's room without 
permission!" 


| scolded them in a panic, but the two had a matter-of-fact look 
on their faces as they continued to investigate under the bed and 
the bathroom. 


"No one’s going through your stuff, don't worry." 


After searching the interior for a while, the two came out of the 
room. 


"Yep, there’s nothing. Structurally speaking, if there is a secret 
passageway, it can only be under a bed, but there is nothing 
suspicious anywhere." 


Inuzuka came to a conclusion. 


We gathered around the round table, each showing a tired 
expression, not knowing where to start. We all had questions that 
we wanted to blurt out, but everyone knew that no one here can 
answer these questions. 


"Maybe it’s true that... there was no commission at all to begin 
with, right? " Enbi said. "We were completely caught in the 
enemy's trap. Someone randomly selected a few detectives from 
the Detective Library, wrote letters of commission, and called us 
into this empty building. The client is most likely a criminal who 
takes pleasure in crime." 


"A trap..." 


Inuzuka said seriously. | don't know why but his face got a little 
pale. 


"If the agent doesn’t show up till dawn, I’m leaving." 
Enbi raised a hand and said. 


"Yeah... but we don't know how long this snowstorm will last, it 
may go on for a week. In that case, what should we do with food? 
According to the results of our investigation, there is no food 
here." 


"There's no dinner for today either... huh..." 
Enbi propped both hands on the round table to support his body. 


| glanced at the analog clock, and it was 8 o'clock. If it’s a normal 
day, | would have already had dinner in the dormitory at this time, 
then taking a break and playing. 


"Anyway, we should rest for today..." 
Inuzuka staggered away from the round table. 


In the next moment, there was a sound of something falling to the 
ground. 


| turned around to see that Amino, who was standing there a 
moment ago, was gone. 


| walked around the round table to look around, and Amino was 
lying face down on the ground. 


What in the world happened...? 


Something terrible seems to have happened. 


Despite the urgency of the situation, | couldn't move my body. | 
couldn't think of what | should do, my mind felt like it was 
covered by a thick membrane. 


No— that's smoke. 

"Fire!" 

| don't know who yelled. 

A fire? 

| have to get away, | have to get away. 


But my body felt heavy and my consciousness got interrupted. | 
was swallowed by the white smoke, and | felt my body melt in it... 
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"A game? You are saying this murder case is a game. What's the 
matter with you?" 


| asked Kirigiri who was sitting on the armchair. 


"There are few things | have to confirm." She didn't answer my 
question, and went on. "It would be faster...... for me to 
investigate on my own, but you won't let me loose, right?" 


"No." 
| said categorically. 


Emotionally speaking, | don't think she is the murderer. To be 
more precise, | don't want to think of her as the murderer. 


But no matter how | think about it, logically speaking, the only 
possible murderer is her. 


As a detective, | can’t go against logic. 


"If you need to investigate anything, then I’ll replace you, for your 
eyes, hands and feet. Is this all right?" 


"What to investigate first?" 


"Investigate the luggage of those who were killed. If possible, 
bring the bags of Amino-san and Inuzuka-san." 


"Bags huh..." 


As she said, | went to the rooms of Amino and Inuzuka and 
wandered around, trying not to look at their bodies... 


| put Amino's briefcase and Inuzuka's suitcase in front of Kirigiri. 
The suitcase is extra heavy, causing sweat to seep slightly on my 
forehead. 


"That’s all?" 
"Look into Amino-san's bag." 


| opened Amino's briefcase and rummaged through it. Inside were 
two files with unknown writing on them, an English conversation 
textbook, handkerchiefs, cigarettes, a lighter, and a wallet. Then 
there was a black envelope in the side pocket. 


"What's in the envelope?" 
Kirigiri asked. 


"A letter of commission." | checked the envelope and said. "The 
contents are the same as the letter we both received, only the 
name of the recipient is different." 


"Anything else?" 
"Nope." 


"Is that so..." Kirigiri closed her lips tightly, lost in thought. "It 
would be better to investigate the other luggage as well, but I can 
draw a conclusion for the time being." 


“Hmm? What did you think of?" 


"It's the other letter of commission that Yui-onésama showed me 
just now-— no, it should be a challenge letter. It seems that only 
Yui-onésama received it." 


"A challenge letter... you mean this?” 


She is talking about the letter that began with ‘A message to the 
Detective’. 


It turns out that no one else received this letter. 


"It wasn’t in Amino-san's luggage, right? | haven't received it 
either." Kirigiri said. "In this case, Yui-onésama has been chosen to 
play the role of the detective." 


"| took the detective role—?" 


"That's right." Kirigiri said calmly and faintly. " It's just like what 
the letter said. The event that is happening here now is the event 
foreshadowed in the challenge letter. Yui-onésama is the 
detective who should solve this incident." 


"W-wait a minute, you mean, if | remembered this challenge 
letter sooner, then this incident could’ve been prevented?" 


"| SUppose so." 
"No... way, that’s..." 


In other words, | didn't notice the provocation of the murderer at 
all, and just let the murders happen? 


If | had been a little more perceptive... if | had been more 
cautious... if my abilities as a detective were better... maybe | 
could’ve prevented this incident from happening. Maybe those 
three people wouldn’t have had to die. 


Those three people— three lives | have left to die, even though 
they had little to do with me... And all three were detectives. 


Three people who are working to correct the injustices of this 
world... 


My hands are shaking. 
It’s like | killed them. 


"When you think about it this way, this puzzling situation is 
understandable. When | woke up just now, the first thing that 
came to my mind— was why | was not killed." 


Her words fully revealed the distorted humanness of the young 
girl, Kirigiri Kyoko. 


She so naturally accepts that there is nothing special about death. 
In her life, death always accompanies her. | felt a slight chill on my 
body when | thought about what kind of twists and turns this 
young girl, who is still a middle school student, have gone through 
to reach this point. 


"Although there were many opportunities to kill me, why did the 
murderer keep me alive? The reason is that, I’m the one who has 
to play the role of the murderer." 


"So you are the—" 


"Don't get me wrong. In the end, this is just a role assigned to me 
by someone else. Yui-onésama is the one who will point out the 
one playing as the murderer, and I’m the one who should be 
identified, that's how it's arranged." 


"In other words... you are a substitute murderer arranged by the 
real murderer?" 


"Ves," 


"That doesn't make sense. It doesn't make sense that a challenge 
letter exists. What exactly is the benefit of sending such a letter 
beforehand to anticipate the crime that will be committed? And 
what even is the role of the detective? From the culprit’s 
perspective, There’s usually no need for any detective role." 


"That’s why | think it’s a game." 
"I still don’t get it. Are you saying that killing is a game?" 


"To be more accurate... a killing game where the culprit 
challenges the detective." 


"How can that be...... 


"Considering the existence of the challenge letter and the reason 
for keeping us both alive, one can only assume so." 


"You mean this is a crime of passion?" 
"| suppose that's what it is." 


"So what you're trying to Say is that this current situation is a real- 
time reasoning game set up by the culprit to challenge me." 


"Ves," 


“How can | believe this! This is so baffling!" | denied it. "Why me, 
of all people? Out of a total of 65,500 detectives, why must | be 
the target?" 


"Maybe it’s a challenge to all detectives— or to the existence of 
detectives." 


Kirigiri narrowed her eyes, shook her head, and ruffled her hair 
that was resting next to her cheek. 


She now looked as if she had accepted the murderer's challenge, 
with the look of having made up her mind. 


"| see... Even if what is happening here is a game set by the 
murderer... How can the mystery in this case be solved? You are 
still the only suspect, and this point remains the same." 


"At this time, from my point of view... I’m not the murderer, and 
Yui-onésama is not the murderer either. Because the touch of 
your hand just now was obviously different from that of the 
murderer." 


"And then?" 
"The murderer is someone else." 


"We have done many investigations here so far, and there was no 
one else but us." 


"No, Yui-onésama, we haven't finished investigating yet." 
Is there anything else we haven’t investigated... 


There are no secret rooms or secret passages here, everyone 
confirmed that before losing consciousness. In addition, there are 
no signs of anyone coming in or out on the snow around the 
building. The entrance door and all windows are locked from the 
inside. Even if someone holds a back-up key of the entrance, there 
is no trace of anyone coming in or out of the automatic door, so 
we can deduce that no one has ever entered or exited. 


If someone other than Kirigiri is the murderer, where did this 
person come from and where did they disappear to? Could it be 
that they flew out through the automatic door in a hot air 
balloon? Or did he shrink into the size of a bottle and hid ina 


refrigerator? 
None of this is possible. 


"There is something | want to confirm first." Kirigiri said. 
"Regarding the condition of the dead bodies, Yui-onésama has 
already told me that their necks were severed. But the challenge 
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letter says ‘Dismemberment’. 
"Does that mean...... 
"We should go investigate the dead bodies again." 


She is saying that not only the necks but also the limbs were cut 
off. 


"Remove my handcuffs and let me investigate." 
Kirigiri said. 
"No, you just sit here and I'll do it." 


"Check carefully. The dead bodies will tell you exactly how they 
were cut." 


That being said... how could a normal person investigate a 
dismembered corpse? This kind of thing can only be done by 
detectives whose first digit is ‘9’. 


But | can't move forward if | don't. 


If the challenge letter was really directed at me, then | must 
accept the challenge. 


| decided to investigate the first corpse | found— the one with 
Amino’s head. The smell of blood is still permeating the entire 
room, making me want to vomit. | covered my nose with my 
sleeve and approached the corpse. 


The blanket was still turned over, revealing the severed side of 
the head and torso. 


| lifted up the blanket a little more. 


The torso of this corpse seems to have belonged to Enbi, | 
remember the black vest. The physique is also very muscular, 
which leads me to believe that the clothes were not the only 
things that got swapped. 


Also, the arms were cut from the shoulder. 


At first glance, it looked like they were connected to the torso, but 
in fact they’re just placed close to the cut edges. 


And it's not just that— the two arms are each cut into three 
sections. From the shoulder to the elbow, from the elbow to the 
wrist, and then the hand below the wrist. 


It really was dismembered... 
| took a few steps backwards in place and fell on the ground. 


How could | stay standing after witnessing such a scene. 


| resisted the urge to scream out, barely squeezed out my 
strength and stood up. If this kind of vicious crime is happening to 
challenge detectives... then | must come out of it victorious. 


Because detectives must fight for justice. 
| gritted my teeth and checked the body again. 


It seems that the arms were split into three sections, each part 
has been replaced with a different person's correspondent part. 
The sleeves wrapped around it, the original color of the skin, etc. 
are not the same. This creepy difference is hard to conceal. 


It looks like the clothes were cut together with the bodies, so | can 
barely tell which part belonged to which person. The upper arm 
should be Amino’s, and the lower arm should be Enbi’s. If you 
think of it according to the rule of elimination, the hand should be 
Inuzuka’s. Both arms have been switched around like a puzzle. 


What's even more frightening is that... both legs were also split 
into three sections and switched, seemingly in the same order as 
the arms. 


The body was chopped into a total of fourteen parts. 
| staggered all the way back to the hall while covering my mouth. 


Kirigiri, sitting on the armchair, seemed to have expected this 
reaction from me, her expression was very casual. 


"Just like you said..." | choked up. "Why did this happen... It’s so 
crazy, if this really is a game..." 


"How is the condition of the body?" 


Kirigiri was indifferent to me, her interest lied only in the corpse. 


| collapsed on the floor of the hall and described to her what | just 
Saw. 


"Is that so... It looks like this incident is more brutal than | 
thought." 


"You think so?" | said, staring at Kirigiri's face. "What in the world 
is going on... why are people being dismembered like this..." 


"If we refer to the challenge letter that Yui-onésama received, 
then the dismembered body should have something to do with 
the technique of the crime, right?." 


"Technique of the crime...?" 


"We can assume that the murderer cut the bodies apart for some 
special reason." 


"The reason for dismembering the bodies..." 


"Although there are various reasons, in most cases, it is for the 
convenience of transportation." 


"Transportation......2" 


Did she mean to say that this would make it easier to move the 
bodies to the beds. Indeed, moving the body of an adult man 
weighing more than 60 kilograms is not an easy task. But if the 
bodies are split into many small pieces, they will be a lot easier to 
move. 


"Go check the dead bodies in the other rooms." 


Kirigiri gave me instructions. 


Although | really want to say ‘Go do that yourself’, | promised her 
| would be the one investigating, so | had to stick to it. 


| went into the next room to inspect the body there. It appears 
that the head belonged to Enbi, and the body was Inuzuka’s. 


Sure enough, the corpse was also cut into fourteen parts, with the 
arms and legs being placed in the order of Enbi, Inuzuka, then 
Amino, from top to bottom. In addition, the dog tag that Enbi was 
wearing around his neck was left next to the corpse. | picked it up 
and confirmed that it had Enbi's name in Roman letters. 


After inspecting two dismembered corpses, | can already imagine 
the horrible condition of the third corpse even without looking at 
it. However, | still have to see it with my own eyes. 


| leaned my body against the wall and moved to the next room. 
| examined the third corpse in this room. 


The head was Inuzuka’s, and the body was Amino’s. From top to 
bottom, the arms and legs belonged to Inuzuka, Amino, and Enbi. 
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With this, | have examined all three bodies, but apart from 
knowing that these corpses were dismembered, nothing new has 
been discovered. | still don't know the cause of death for each of 
them, and with my autopsy skills, | can't determine the 
approximate time of their deaths. However, there did not seem to 
be any signs of heavy bleeding, and the blood that was shed only 
stained the bed sheets black and red. So can | assume that they 
were cut up after death? 


| should consider that the murder weapon used to cut the bodies 
was the gardening shears. The corpses cutting step was all 
performed on the beds. As evidenced by the fact that | found 
several tears on the bed sheets. 


| returned to the hall to report to Kirigiri. 


lam a detective. But for now, I’m assigned to basically run errands 
like an assistant for the armchair detective. 


"| understand the situation." 


Kirigiri said in a calm voice. The fact that a girl three years younger 
than me could be this calm made me feel a shiver. 


"There is one more thing | want to confirm." 

Kirigiri said, as if urging me. 

"May | ask what is it this time, Detective Lady?" 
"Press that switch." 

Kirigiri turned her gaze to a certain point on the wall. 


There was the switch used to open and close the dome. 


"Ah! Right, | forgot to investigate that!" 
| meant the roof. 


If the sixth character, the uninvited guest is there, after killing the 
three detectives, that person might’ve opened the dome and 
escaped through the roof of the building. Moreover, they might 
still be hiding on it. 


| opened the cabinet installed on the wall and pressed the switch. 


Accompanied by the sound of the engine, the concave mirror roof 
slowly opened. 


The wind and snow poured in immediately. It’s already past 
midnight, and from the gap in the dome, | could only see the 
deeper darkness outside. 


| waited for the dome to open to a certain extent and then 
released the switch. 


"Can you investigate the top of the roof?" 


Kirigiri said while shaking her head to shake off the snow that had 
fallen on her head. 


"Hmm, it's a bit high." 
| said, while holding my arms. 
But | may be able to climb up there. 


| dragged the round table that’s placed in the center of the hall 
and leaned it against the wall. Then | climbed onto the round 
table, and took a long jump towards the opening of the dome— 


where it was originally the dividing line between the ceiling and 
the wall. 


Just enough! 


My fingers that barely touched the top hooked onto the edge of 
the wall. While opening and closing the dome, this edge is the 
section where the left and right sides of the slide is divided. 


With that, | barely supported my body and spent some effort to 
climb up along the edge. 


"Amazing." Kirigiri used an exclamatory voice. "You have a great 
jumping ability." 


"Fufu... the jumping power of my legs is the source of my pride. | 
once broke the record for vertical jumping for high school girls." | 
tried my best and finally climbed on the edge of the open roof. 
"Unfortunately, my physical strength is not as good, so the two 
legs that I’m proud of aren’t enough for me to perform well in 
sports. If some athletic competition had been held at that time, 
maybe | would have been able to go to Hope's Peak Academy... 
just kidding." 


| chose the path of the detective. And the two legs I'm proud of 
have nothing to do with detective abilities. 


But today, these two legs came in handy for the first time. 


| stared into the darkness with snowflakes, and then looked 
around. Unfortunately, | didn't find any sign of the murderer, not 
even a trace of a person climbing on the roof. All | saw was a layer 


of snow on the white roof, showing the shape of a star in the 
dark. 


| left a white breath in the darkness of the night and jumped off 
the roof to land indoors. 


| flicked the switch and closed the dome. 
"Sure enough, there’s no one else other than us." 
| said as | brushed the snow on my uniform. 


"Yes." Kirigiri agreed. "There is no one on the roof. As long as we 
keep that in mind, Yui-onésama’s actions are valuable." 


"Really? that's good." My words were tinged with sarcasm. "Since 
there’s no one but us, that makes you even more suspicious." 


"You are at it again?" 
Kirigiri said, narrowing her eyes. 


"You've confirmed enough, right? No one else is in or out of this 
building except us. And the other three of the five people died. It 
was either you or me who killed those people." 


"No, we only confirmed the current situation so far. Yui-onésama 
hasn't made a convincing reasoning yet." 


Kirigiri looked straight up at me and said. It was the innocent face 
of a middle school student, and at the same time it was 
undoubtedly the face of a detective. 


"Let's sort it out from the beginning, onésama, so that we can tell 
who the real murderer is." 


Kirigiri slowly leaned on the back of the armchair and said. 


"Wait a minute— you already know who the real murderer is or 
something?" 


"| wonder." Kirigiri said with a rare and high-minded smile. "Now, 
let's keep talking. Recall the beginning of the case." 


"The very beginning?" 
"Yes, let's start with when Yui-onésama and the others drank the 


sleeping drugs." 


"Ah, | remember now! The challenge letter says knock-out drugs. ' 


"No, sleeping drugs and knock-out drugs are two different things. 
| think the knock-out drugs should be the one that they sprinkled 
on the handkerchief and made me smell it. Yuiconésama and 
others drank a sleeping agent without knowing it. Which is not 
the same." 


"When exactly did we take it? | was very careful. | didn't touch 
anything in the refrigerator." 


"Didn't you drink canned coffee in the station wagon?" 


"Ah!" | couldn't help but let my voice out. "The canned coffee the 
driver gave us before we left the vehicle! Could that have been a 
sleeping agent with a slower effect was added to it?" 


"Yes, | can't think of other possibilities." 


"If that’s true... That means the murderer is the driver?" 


"No, the driver turned back on the mountain road. It is hard to 
imagine that he would sneak back and silently enter this building. 
No third party has ever entered or exited this place. this was 
confirmed by Yui-onésama herself, correct?" 


"C-correct." 


"The driver followed Oe Yoshizono's instructions. Giving us 
canned coffee should have also been one of the instructions." 


"So the crime plan had already started at that time... | was so 
careless." 


If | was aware of it at that time, maybe | would have been able to 
prevent these crimes from happening! 


| bit my lips. 


"| think the amount of the sleeping agent was adjusted so that it 
doesn’t take effect until we have reached this building. Although | 
don't know why the sleeping agent is not stated in the challenge 
letter..." 


"Doesn't the so-called knock-out drug also include a sleeping 
agent?" 


"Who knows." Kirigiri seemed to be lost in thought, lowering her 
eyes. "In short, all of us have temporarily lost consciousness. We 
can assume that the murders and dismemberments happened 
after that." 


The killings were carried out according to plan, and everything 
went smoothly. 


| can only assume the fact that both Kirigiri and | were not killed 
under such circumstances was with ulterior motives. According to 
Kirigiri, I’m playing detective in this ‘game’, and she is playing the 
murderer, that’s why we survived, but... 

"After coming here, we carefully investigated the interiors." 
Kirigiri said, looking around the room. "As a result, we found that 


there is neither Kiba Rydichird nor Oe Yoshizono here, and there 
was no other person present." 


"Yeah." 


"And after we woke up, we investigated the interior of the 
building again, and still did not find any presence of a third party, 
and there was no trace of anyone entering or leaving this place. 
Yui-onésama is very sure about this, right?" 


"Of course, | came to this conclusion based of thorough 
investigation." 


"There are only five of us in this building." 
"Yes, absolutely correct." 
| nodded vigorously. 


"The reason the murderer created this situation is to make Yui- 
onésama make the wrong reasoning. And it should be correct to 
think so. Because Yui-onésama will definitely identify me as the 
murderer, right?" 


"Other than you... | can't think of anyone else." 


"Is that so, since that's the case, I'll refute you." Kirigiri said in a 
calm tone. "The murderer is not me. Someone other than me and 
Yui-onésama is." 


"Someone other than us is the murderer huh... and there is no 
one but the five of us here. You already admitted that, right?" 


"Ves," 


"But you still say that someone other than the two of us is 
murderer?" 


"Ves," 


"Does that mean— the murderer is among the three who have 
already died?" 


"Ves," 


"H-how can that be?! It doesn't make sense no matter how you 
think about it. Those three people were dismembered, right? In 
this case, it’s impossible to play dead. Or did one of the three 
people commit suicide? The body was dismembered and all the 
parts were switched, so that possibility disappeared. Besides the 
three dead guys, there was another person who mixed the 
dismembered parts as if playing a jigsaw puzzle. There is no doubt 
about this." 


"Yes, the question is who was that person." 


"Th-that wasn’t me!" 


"| know. First, we should think about the mystery of the body 
dismemberment. Why were the bodies cut into fourteen parts, 
and why did murderer switched each dismembered part." 


"How is it possible to understand such a thing. No matter how you 
look at it, it's the work of a mentally unstable person motivated by 
curiosity, right? Are you saying that the murderer dismembered 
the body and switched the parts for some rational reason?" 


"Yes, that’s it." 
"Really? That can’t be!" 


"No, if you calm down and think about it, you will understand 
immediately." 


"Calm down and... calm down and..." 


Kirigiri said that the bodies were dismembered for easy 
transportation. In this case, does this statement also apply? 


... Fransporting ? 
Where to move them from? 
A sudden thought occurred to me. 


"There is a simple answer that can solve all mysteries, isn’t 
there?" 


Kirigiri said. 
If the murderer is among the dead-- 


If that person neither played dead nor committed suicide — 


Then he must’ve prepared a dead body double! 
How did he get a dead body double? 

He had to bring it in from outside. 

How did he do that? 

By dismembering the body, of course. 


"Are you trying to say that someone dismembered a sixth person 
and moved him into this building as his body double?" 


"We can only assume so." 


“But... such a thing is impossible... because, I’ve already checked 
the faces of all bodies? The three dead people are undoubtedly 
the three detectives | saw earlier today. The ones who died are 
Amino-san, Enbi-san and Inuzuka-san..." 


"That means one of them was an imposter. The murderer killed a 
detective beforehand and dismembered him. Then he dressed up 
exactly like that detective and appeared in front of us..." 


"An imposter...! Any more of this is too ridiculous. Didn't we all 
take out our cards with photos to see each other. You have to be 
an expert at disguise to look like someone else, unless he is a 
detective with superb makeup skills. This kind of thing is 
absolutely impossible. To have the murderer actually be a 
detective, and also very good at disguise, this logic is too 
coincidental." 


"No, that's not the case. There is a simpler way to get exactly the 
desired disguise. You can just go to the Detective Library and pick 
a detective who looks exactly like you." 


"Ah... that’s how! If that detective originally looked a lot like the 
murderer, then he can be easily impersonated by him!" 


There are more than 65,000 detectives registered in the Detective 
Library. It may not be difficult to find a detective who looks like 
you. 


The murderer killed the detective beforehand, then took his 
Detective Library registration card and impersonated him in front 
of us... 


Then the murderer moved the dismembered body to this place 
without our knowledge. The sixth uninvited guest was actually 
with us all the time. 


"But... even if he moved the body in after dismembering it... Why 
did the murderer exchange the dismembered parts of the body? 
It's hard to imagine what the significance of this is." 


"No, for the murderer, there was a good reason to do so." 
"A good reason...?" 


"That is... the first reason, it’s convenient to store it in places after 
dismemberment. You should be able to imagine this, right?" 


"The second reason is the livor mortis problem. After death, the 
blood circulation in the body stops, and the blood gets deposited 


on the downward side of the corpse under the effect of gravity. As 
the blood deposits, the surface of the skin will appear speckled or 
mesh-like. Especially with the passage of time, the livor mortis will 
become more and more obvious." 


"Yeah, | still know these." 


It's just that | didn't expect to hear such a detailed explanation 
from a middle school student. As expected of a detective 
numbered ‘9’, she can even talk about this kind of nauseating 
topic so casually. 


"The murderer killed a detective beforehand as his body double. 
Of course, this was before we came here to gather. In other 
words, that body had a longer time after death than the other 
bodies. If the murderer directly put out this body as his own 
double. In this case, others may be able to tell from livor mortis 
that there is a certain Interval between the approximate time of 
death of this body and the other bodies. So the murderer drained 
the blood from the corpse beforehand. A dismembered corpse 
should be easier to handle." 


"If there is no blood in the body, will there be no livor mortis?" 


"Yes. Although the body won't have livor mortis in this way, 
another problem arose, that is, the blood stains at the murder 
scene. If you wanted that body to look like it was killed on the 
scene, it must be bloody. However, the actual amount was too 
little." 


"In this case, how about preparing some blood bags in advance?" | 
said what | thought of. "Or to store the blood drawn, and then use 
it later..." 


| got a little nauseous talking to myself. 
| gritted my teeth to restrain the dizziness | was feeling. 


"No, it's not necessary. Because the blood can be obtained in the 
scene." 


"Obtained..." 
Is it from the other victims? 


"In any case, the murderer had already planned to prepare the 
bodies of three people. One corpse beforehand, and two corpses 
inside this building. Of course, the people killed in this building 
must also be dismembered. It would be too unnatural if only the 
body that was impersonated was dismembered." 


"That means... he dismembered the other victims in order to 
ensure that the body double thing is not seen through... Let's just 
pretend that all this is true, why did he need to switch the 
dismembered parts?" 


"If he placed the corpse serving as his body double on the bed in 
the original order, then that would be an unnatural situation, just 
like the blood situation. The corpse that served as the body 
double would bleed significantly less than the other bodies. Even 
the sheets would not get soiled, so it wouldn’t look like they were 
killed on the spot.” 


"Oh... so the killer mixed those body parts with those of the 
people who were killed on the spot to make us believe that all 
three were dismembered on the beds, right?" 


"That's right. In this way, the blood oozing from the cuts and the 
blood stains on the bed sheets won’t look unnatural. | think the 
murderer did cut the bodies separately on the three beds. And 
this was to create the fact that the dismemberment was done 
right here." 


"Indeed... There are cut marks on the sheets, | never suspected it 
at all." 


Putting the edges of the cuts of the bodies close together might 
be to conceal the facts, in case someone sees that there are no 
bleeding body parts mixed in. 


"How about it? Yui-onésama should also be able to understand 
how the body was dismembered, right?" 


"Yeah... almost..." I'm not too sure. "Let me summarize, listen to it 
too... First of all, the murderer dismembered the body that served 
as his body double for easy transportation. He also drained the 
blood from the body. So that the fact that this body was killed 
beforehand would not be exposed, and there will be no livor 
mortis. Then, after knocking us up in this Sirius Observatory, he 
killed the two other detectives and dismembered them. At that 
time, in order not to be noticed. He mixed the body serving as his 
body double with the other dismembered bodies, eliminating the 
unnatural traces." 


| glanced at Kirigiri’s expression, as if asking her for her opinion, 
she nodded slightly. 


"But what about the most important part, the murderer?" 


| looked around. Is the murderer now gulping nervously, listening 
to our reasoning? 


"No one has ever been in or out of the building— that means the 
murderer is still in the building." 


Kirigiri lifted her body from the backrest and assumed a 
somewhat wary look. 


"Didn't we search everywhere in this building? We haven't seen 
the murderer at all. We even searched the roof..." 


"If you think about where the murderer would hide the body, you 
will naturally know the answer to this question. After the 
murderer took the body parts out of it, the place would get 
empty. Then, the murderer will be able to hide in it himself, right? 
| have said a lot, you should be able to figure it out, Yui-onésama." 


Where did the murderer hide the body? 


How did the murderer transport the body to the Sirius 
Observatory? 


That's right, the murderer brought in the body that served as his 
double in small pieces in a bag. | Just need to remember the kind 
of bags everyone carried. 


Amino’s is the kind of briefcase that office workers often carry. 


Enbi’s is a small Boston bag. 


Then Inuzuka’s is... a large suitcase. 


Few minutes ago, at the order of Kirigiri, | had brought it from 
Inuzuka's room. | remember that suitcase being extremely heavy. 


If the suitcase originally contained a body... 
Then the person who brought this suitcase is the murderer. 
The murderer is Inuzuka KO! 


No, to be precise, it should be "someone pretending to be 
Inuzuka". 


He stuffed the body that served as his double into his suitcase, 
pretended to be Inuzuka, and came to the Sirius Observatory with 
us Casually. Thinking about it carefully, perhaps the so-called 
observation ability he showed in front of me was originally 
because he had already investigated me in advance. 


Then after putting the body in place, he hid himself in the 
Suitcase. 


"| see. Kirigiri-chan, I'm really sorry that | suspected you all this 
time." 


"Have | finally been cleared of suspicion." 

"Yes— the murderer is right here." 

| took a few steps backwards to make room for a run-up. 
"The murderer is you! Inuzuka!" 


| gave the suitcase a nice flying kick, and the suitcase was sent 
flying. 


| immediately took advantage of the situation and planted my 
foot on the suitcase that had fallen on the ground. 


Then | reached down and opened the zipper— 
The suitcase opened. 

Inside the suitcase— 

Was not Inuzuka. 


The suitcase was filled with bottles of whiskey, vodka, and various 
other colors of alcohol. 


What’s going on? 

The murderer was supposed to be hiding here... 
“What are you doing? Onésama." 

Kirigiri looked at me with helpless eyes. 


"No, because...didn't the murderer move the body using this after 
dismembering it and served as his double? In that case, no matter 
how you think about it, Inuzuka with the largest bag is the 
murderer. The bags carried by the other two people cannot be 
used to carry the corpse..." 


Eh? 
What’s happening? 


No matter how | think about it, the briefcase and Boston bags 
can't hold a dead body. But the suitcase | was very optimistic 


about only contained liquor bottles. Noe that | recall it, Inuzuka 
himself did say that it contained liquor. 


That means... no one brought the body in? 

| couldn't help but cast a suspicious look at Kirigiri Kyoko. 
Was her previous reasoning all lies to deceive me? 

"You don't still think I'm the murderer, do you?" 

Kirigiri seemed to see through my mind. 


"Because... your reasoning is complete nonsense! The body was 
moved here after being dismembered huh? Who did it, and how? 
To move a person's body in, at least It should be a bag as big as 
this suitcase, right? But in fact, there are only liquor bottles in it, 
no one brought any body in it." 


"My reasoning is not nonsense." Kirigiri’s face didn't change at all. 
"Think about it again, even if the dismembered body can fit into 
this suitcase, could someone as tall as Inuzuka-san really fit inside 
this suitcase?" 


",..Well, it's not possible." 


"| think the bottles in the suitcase were indeed brought by 
Inuzuka-san." 


"Then who do you think it was, and what method did he use to 
bring in the corpse as a double?" 


"| think the murderer just brought it in by car in a normal way." 


"Eh?" 


"For example, he just drove the car here in the morning before 
the snow had accumulated." 


"Ah... | completely overlooked that." 


"The victim who was used as a double by the murderer should 
have been called before us. Then the murderer killed him and 
dismembered him. However, | think the murder scene was not 
here. Because if the murderer killed the victim here in advance, it 
is very likely that some traces will be left and it might get noticed 
by the other detectives." 


"Right... But the murderer moved the body in before we came. 
Don't you think this reasoning is a bit forced? After we arrived 
here, we conducted a careful investigation of all rooms 
immediately, but we didn't see any body at the time. ?" 


“Because the body was cleverly hidden." 


"Hidden... But, hidden where? As | said, we have investigated 
everywhere, there were no bodies... Could it be that it was buried 
in the snow outside? That will leave traces." 


"The answer is very simple." Kirigiri said briefly, and then 
continued. "But— before telling the truth, | have one thing | want 
to ask you." 


Kirigiri looked up at me and said. 
"What is it?" 
"| want you to believe that | am not the murderer." 


Kirigiri's expression was more serious than ever. 


And she had that kind of expression as if she was pleading me, 
something | had never seen before. 


Of course I... would love to believe her, except that... 
What if everything was a lie on her part? 

What if the final step of her criminal plan is to kill me? 
It is difficult for me to believe her by emotions alone. 


However, I've come to believe that she has the ability to reason 
well enough to break through this madness. 


She has the talent of a detective. 


"If you believe me, then untie the ribbon on my right hand. Just 
the right hand is enough." 


What exactly is she planning to do. 

| have no idea. 

But | decided to believe in her anyway. 
As a detective. 

—| untied her right hand. 

"Thanks." 


It was then that | saw Kirigiri's cute smile for the first time— or at 
least | thought so. Because her expression lacked change, it was 
probably just my imagination. 


"Then, bring Amino-san's bag over here." 


Kirigiri made a request. And as she said, | handed the briefcase 
that was on the ground to her, and she placed it on her lap. 


"Then bring Inuzuka-san's suitcase here." 
"Okay." 


| dragged the suitcase that | had kicked away earlier to the front 
of the armchair. 


"Is this Okay? Detective Lady." 
"Yes, it's perfect." 
A slight blush seemed to have risen on Kirigiri's face. 


"And then what, was the body really hidden somewhere when we 
got here?" 


"Yes. If you think back, there was one place we didn't even 
investigate. It's no wonder since we didn't expect any 
dismembered corpses at that time." 


No— I, the person who received the challenge, should have 
expected it. If | found all that out earlier, things might not have 
turned out like this, and | felt a million regrets at the thought of 
that. 


"What exactly is that place?" 
"It's inside the astronomical telescopes." 


"Huh... inside... the astronomical telescopes?" 


"There is a 200mm aperture Newtonian reflecting telescope in 
each of the five rooms. As long as you know its structure, you 
should be able to find the place where the corpse was hidden." 


"Impossible, how could the body even be put inside an 
astronomical telescope? Even if it can be put in, it will be 
discovered immediately. The telescope is originally a hollow 
structure..." 


| suddenly remembered Inuzuka's explanation of reflecting 
telescopes. There is a concave mirror deep inside the large 
cylinder, which passes through the reflector and forms an image 
on the objective lens. 


"Ah, does that mean!" 
What if someone moved the deep concave mirror forward? 


Wouldn't that create a secret space inside the cylinder of the 
astronomical telescope? 


Corpse hiding place 
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—1- Move the concave mirror 


"You are figuring it out. If it’s a cylinder with a diameter of 
200mm, you can put a human head in it. The width of the male 
head is about 160mm at most, and the limbs, each split into three 
sections, are not that big and can perfectly fit. The murderer hid 
the head, left arm, right arm, left leg, and right leg, five parts in 
total, in the five astronomical telescopes." 


"The body was actually... hidden in there... but | have looked 
through the lens." 


"And you shouldn’t have been able to see properly though it. 
Because the position of the concave mirror was moved, the focus 
won't be aligned." 


"True, | hardly saw anything with it." 


"If someone who knew a lot about celestial telescopes looked 
inside the cylinder, maybe they would have noticed that the 
concave mirror was not in the right position. But there was no one 
among us who noticed this." 


Inuzuka seemed to have some knowledge of this, but he didn't 
realize this fact. | wonder if it was because his memory about it 
was from a long time ago, or because he didn't expect an incident 
to happen at all. 


"Kirigiri-chan, you didn't notice it then?" 


"Yes, | just glanced at the lens when | first entered the room. | 
thought the unadjusted lens was like this originally." 


"That— ability of yours didn't work?" 


"| can hear the footsteps of the Shinigami only when a crisis is 
approaching." 


"There's no way to do that for someone who's already turned into 
a corpse.’ | let out a long sigh. "Eh? What about the torso? Where 
was the largest part of the six parts hidden? There are no other 
astronomical telescopes..." 


"The torso was hidden in a place— and that place is now where 
the murderer is hiding." 


"Eh, the murderer?" 
"Ves," 
"But | don't think there’s any place to hide the body..." 


"No, there is actually another place." Kirigiri said in a tone that 
seemed a little happy. "You just have to think about it. It's a small 
space where you can barely hide your torso. Even if you remove 
the corpse from there, the only people who could hide in there 
would be very small in stature..." 


"Yes, but— among the people who came here, there are hardly 
any people of small stature. And you are the smallest one." 


"No, there are actually people smaller than me." 
"There is no such person." 
"As far as | can see, he does indeed exist." 


"Who exactly are you thinking of? And also, where is that person 
hiding now? As long as you find him out, things will be clear, just 
Say it." 


"Yes... alright." 


Kirigiri said, then extended her right hand and took out an alcohol 
bottle from Inuzuka's suitcase. After opening the bottle cap, while 
| was trying to figure out what she was thinking, she started 
pouring alcohol on her skirt near her thigh. 


The pungent smell of alcohol quickly permeated the surroundings. 
"H-hey, what are you doing!" 

The parts below her waist were soaked in alcohol. 

Next, Kirigiri took out the lighter from Amino's bag. 
"Kirigiri-chan!" 


"This is vodka with 96% alcohol. After soaking the cloth like this, it 
should be easy to ignite." 


Kirigiri expressionlessly held the lighter in her right hand. 
Her actions looked to me like a sign of insanity. 

"What are you thinking!" 

"Igniting it." 

"Stop it! What's the point of doing this kind of thing..." 


If she really flicked the grinding wheel of the lighter, she might 
ignite the vaporized alcohol at that instant. In that case, her 
clothes soaked in alcohol will immediately burn. That won’t end in 
just slight burns, she will be incinerated... 


| was completely confused as to why she would do such a thing. 


"I’m serious. In order to identify the murderer, you have to put 
your life on the line, that's what grandpa taught me." 


"What are you talking about, Kirigiri-chan, stop!" 


"And, | was ready to give up my life for the truth from the 
beginning." 


She said ina chilling voice. 

At this time, her eyes— were a grayness that saw through death. 
Kirigiri's thumb pressed the lighter's grinding wheel. 

"Stop!" 


"VIL light it in 5 seconds." 


| approached her. 


| can only kick her right hand to knock the lighter away. 


"Onésama, don’t make a sound, and watch carefully." 


| was stopped by her. 


"| surrender." 


Suddenly, a male voice came from nowhere. 
| looked everywhere with my eyes. 
Nobody. 


"Your reasoning is correct. | lost. And | have nothing left to argue 
with." 


Whose voice is that anyway? 
"Then, please come out from there, Enbi-san." 


The handcuffs on Kirigiri's left hand hadn't been opened yet, so 
she stood up from the armchair and said back. 


Does it mean that... he is inside this armchair? 


The armchair began to move slightly...then the zipper on the back 
of the cushion opened, revealing Enbi in a tank top— no, it was a 
fake ‘Enbi’. 


In any case, it is impossible for an adult man's body to fit into such 
a small chair... Could it be that the cushion is connected to an 
interdimensional space? With such thoughts, | looked at Enbi 
carefully... Both of his legs end at the middle of the thighs, and 
there is nothing underneath. 


"In the past | lost both legs because of burns, and they still hurt, 
even now." 
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It took me a while to comprehend what was happening before 
me. 


The crawling man on the ground is Enbi? 


In my cognition, Enbi is a dead man who had been cut to pieces, 
yet, no matter how | look at it, the man in front of me is the real 
Enbi. 


"What on earth is going on here exactly?" 
"As you can see, onésama, this person is the real murderer." 
Kirigiri said, still holding up the lighter in her hand. 


The man lying on the ground is holding a knife in his right hand. 
However, it’s probably not easy for him to use this knife as a 
murder weapon, because he does not have both of his legs. 


"When did you find out?" 
The man raised his head and asked Kirigiri. 


"You mean your prosthetic limbs?" Kirigiri made a head-tilting 
motion and asked him back. "I noticed it at first when you got out 
of the station wagon. It took me some time to connect that to the 
incident though." 


"It turned out to be... prosthetic limbs?" 
| asked the man on the ground timidly. 


The man nodded. 


Now that | think about it, Enbi really did keep dragging his feet 
when he walked. | thought it was because of some injuries he had 
previously sustained. 


"The removed prosthetic legs are hidden in the astronomical 
telescope in the room over there. | would love for you guys to 
help me get it back... but that’s unlikely to happen." 


The man smiled bitterly. 

"May | ask... who are you exactly?" 
"Asakura Tadashi, an unfortunate loser." 
An unfamiliar name. 


Yet, his appearance looks like Enbi Shita. Even though he isn’t 
wearing sunglasses, it was undoubtedly the same face. 


"Excuse me... Were you the one who killed those three people, 
Asakura-san?" 


"Yeah. But... | completely lost." 


A relieved smile appeared on Asakura's face. Maybe people show 
that kind of expression when they have given up everything. 


"The ins and outs of the incident are just as she reasoned. | sent a 
letter or commission to five detectives with the Oe Yoshizono 
name. The letters of commission were used to draw you out. At 
the same time, they were also made to confuse the everyone and 
cover up the existence of the challenge. Incidentally, these five 
people included the real Enbi Shita. However, the meeting time 


was a little earlier than the others in the letter of commission sent 
to Enbi." 


"You first called out Enbi-san first and killed him, and then 
dismembered his body, right?" 


| asked. 


"Yes. | hid Enbi's body in the astronomical telescopes and this 
chair. It could’ve been discovered at any time though, so | was 
very careful to keep the body from being exposed as much as 
possible. For example, when | was investigating the rooms with 
Inuzuka, | tried not to let him touch the astronomical telescopes. 
Precisely because | was mixed among you as Enbi, | was able to 
somehow avoid letting you all find the body. | thought it was a 
good maneuver then." 


In fact, none of us really noticed that there was anyone in this 
building besides the five of us, let alone a corpse. 


"Alas... The fresh start in life and the 120 million yen have all 
become a distant dream." 


Asakura looked up to the sky and sighed. 
—What is he talking about. 


"| never thought | would lose to a novice detective who is still a 
middle school student. | thought | had chosen a useless detective 
to play the role of a murderer... surprisingly that was the person 
who uncovered the truth." 


Kirigiri Kkyoko— she really uncovered everything. 


"When did you find out that there was a murderer hidden in this 
chair that you were sitting on?" 


| ask her. 


"It was one of the alternative possibilities from the very 
beginning." 


"From the beginning?" This time it was Asakura's turn to be 
surprised. "I didn't move a bit at all, and | tried my best not to let 
you guys notice my breathing." 


"Yes, you were flawless on that. | did not feel any movement at 
all. However, from a logical consideration. The possibility of the 
murderer hiding in this chair was still very high." 


"Where did you come up with this logic? | didn't find out about 
any part of all that..." 


"Consider Yui-onésama's handcuffs." 
"Handcuffs?" 


"Why did the murderer deliberately put this easy-to-remove 
handcuff on Yui-onésama's wrist, and why did he put the key in 
my hand?" 


"Uhh, it was to make me suspect you, right?" 


"Of course there is that reason too, but there is also another 
important one, and that is to let me get handcuffed to this chair. 
Since Yui-onésama would believe that I’m the murderer, the first 
thing you would think of is to tie me up in order to ensure your 
own Safety, right? The idea of using the handcuffs on me was 


imprinted on your mind because you saw how you were 
handcuffed to the bed before. And what you had around in front 
of you were a round table and a chair. If the handcuffs were to be 
attached to the legs of the round table, as long as the round table 
can be lifted, the handcuffs can be easily taken off. In that case, 
the only thing left is the chair." 


"So... by having you sit on the chair; | would exclude this place 
from my thoughts. | wouldn't think that this could be a hiding 
place for the murderer—" 


"And that's exactly what happened." 


"If you thought of all this from the beginning, why didn't you tell 
me earlier!" 


"As | also said before, this chair was only one of the alternate 
possibilities. That's why | asked Yui-onésama to rule out the other 
possibilities one by one." 


"So that’s how it is... But if we had investigated the chair from the 
beginning, wouldn't things have ended earlier?" 


"In that case, the result may have turned out very badly." 
Kirigiri glanced at Asakura with an icy look. 


Once again, | noticed the knife in Asakura's hand, and my face 
turned pale. 


Does that mean— Asakura was holding the knife against Kirigiri's 
back all this time, of course, without her noticing. He was ready to 
stab her with the knife if the situation wasn’t is his favor. 


However, Kirigiri sensed it. Or rather, as she described, she 
‘logically reasoned’, or perhaps ‘heard the footsteps of the 
Shinigami’. 


The last thing she did was to sit on a chair and pour alcohol over 
herself. It was because she had a knife held against her and 
couldn't move. Or is it just a show of her determination? 


Maybe both. 
She was struggling with her thoughts in a place | couldn't see 


| had been doing something very cruel to Kirigiri without realizing 
it. 


"That’s... how should | put it... I'm really sorry, Kirigiri-chan." 


"Let's talk about this later, onésama, can you help me open the 
handcuffs first." 


"Ah, right." 


| hurriedly used the key to open the handcuffs that connected 
Kirigiri's left hand and the armchair. Kirigiri moved away from the 
armchair while feeling her newly loose wrist. 


"Why in the world did you do such a thing?" | asked Asakura in a 
trembling voice. "Is it really just to play some reasoning game with 


me... 


"No." Asakura interrupted me. "The game itself is not what | 
expected." 


After speaking in one breath, Asakura suddenly fell silent. 


This silence was as if he had swallowed back what he was going to 
Say. 


"Just as | thought." 


As if she had made a discovery, Kirigiri murmured this, ruffling the 
hair on the side of her cheek. 


"Wh-What's going on?" 


"Asakura-san is not the game master, but just a player... is what | 
meant." 


"Eh? The person who arranged this game is someone else? Who is 
it? The actual real murderer? Among those who died?" 


Could it be identity swap again? 
Asakura slowly shook his head, and then said: 


"| don't know exactly who organized this game. | just accepted 
their arrangement to participate in it. What they have arranged 
just happened to be what | wanted to get without throwing away 
my life, that's all..." 


"You have an obligation to explain yourself clearly to us." Kirigiri 
assertively approached Asakura. "Before now, this kind of game 
must have been secretly played in many places as well, and it will 
continue in the future. We need your cooperation; this is so that 
there will be no more victims like you in the future." 


Victim? 


Cooperation? 


| was completely confused. 


"In the challenge letter that Yui-onésama received, didn't each 
item have a different number written next to it?" Kirigiri turned to 
me and explained. "It must mean the price as literally indicated " 


"Price?" 


"To put it plainly— It is the prices for the techniques. Asakura-san 
purchased from the game master the location, murder weapons 
and the methods of committing the crime needed for this case at 
those prices." 


"Wh-wh-what do you mean?" 


"For me, who had nothing, these were just weapons to fight the 
detective with." Asakura spoke. "It’s like role-playing games, in 
order to defeat the demon lord, the brave hero buys weapons and 
armor from weapon stores to make themselves stronger, right? | 
just used the money in reality to buy impossible crime techniques 
from them to fight the detective." 


So the dismemberment murder case that occurred at this Sirius 
Observatory turned out to be something so/d to him by someone? 


To think that such a thing could happen— 


In the end, why did Asakura participate in this game? Could it be 
that as long as he can beat the detective, he can get some kind of 
bounty. 


"Heh..." Asakura stared at the floor, gave a soft laugh from his 
nose, and then raised his head. "I'm done playing anyway. So I'll 


tell you about everything. It's not bad to make the faces of those 
who are watching this scene wince after all. How dare you 
manipulate my life like this... Shiver! You scumbags!" 


Asakura raised his middle finger with the hand holding the knife, 
and said harsh words to the empty air. | followed his gaze, and the 
direction his sight was pointing was indeed empty. 


"At first... well, let's start with how my legs became like this. 
There’s no time left, so I’ll make it short, listen to me you girls, | 
want you to become a threat to them. No— you should be a hope 
for victims like me..." 


Asakura began to talk about the serial arson case he had suffered 
in the past. He was a victim of that case, and both of his legs were 
forced to be amputated due to burns. 


The case ended with the suicide of the suspect. However, one 
day, a mysterious old man appeared before him. The old man 
promised to tell him who the real culprit of the case was. 


"How could | have accepted a reality where the guy who took 
away my family and left me in such a miserable state got away 
without being questioned and still living a life of leisure? It was 
impossible for me to accept it, no one would’ve." 


The old man promised to tell him who the real culprit was and 
offered Asakura one condition. 


And it was this murder. 


"| think they try to instigate people like me who are brewing 
revenge to kill. Then they use the process as an entertainment 
show for rich people to watch." 


"Does such a thing... really exist?" 


"What you have experienced from yesterday to today is the most 
credible fact." 


"Who are you referring to by 'they'? " 
Kirigiri asked. 


"The old man claimed to be a member of the Crime Victims’ Relief 
Committee. He chanted countless times about relief relief relief, 
like it’s some sort of a slogan, it sounded good, but it turned out 
to be just to provide entertainment for those disgusting bastards. 
Of course... | participated in the game knowing all this. | 
remember they were calling this game the “Black Challenge’, and 
they seemed to have held the same game many times before." 


"If you knew so much... then why do you still embark on the path 
of crime? There should have been other ways..." 


When | said this, my heart was shaking. 


"Stop saying such rose-colored words. To me at the time, their 
words really did sound like relief. A relief that could make my life 
Start over again..." 


Asakura gave us an overview of the ‘Black Challenge’ without any 
reservations. 


He said that if 168 hours had passed after the challenge letter was 
opened, and no one pointed out that he was the murderer, he 
would be able to pocket the full amount of the purchase prices 
indicated on those items of the crime techniques, and he would 
also get the chance to start a new life as another person if he 
wanted. 


His efforts have failed, which is pitiable... and he is now a 
murderer. In the end, he ended up just like the person he hated. 


This ending was just too empty. 

"It’s over!" 

Asakura suddenly yelled into the air. 
Who is he talking to? 


"The game’s over. Hurry up and call the police! You guys 
should’ve watched all this, right?" 


“Excuse me, who are you talking to?" 
"Those who are watching us." 
"Watching us...?" 


"| also said just now, the ‘Black Challenge’ is a broadcast program. 
Although | don't know whether it is being recorded on video or 
being watched in real-time, someone is watching us through a 
monitor anyway." 


"Does that mean that... there are surveillance cameras installed?" 


| looked around in consternation. 


| did not find anything similar to a surveillance camera. 


"There must be a lot of very small cameras installed somewhere. 
I've gone through a lot of trouble to find them, but | haven't found 
a single one." 


Someone is watching us at this moment... 


| couldn't help but well up with a chill and wrap my arms around 
my body. 


"Speaking of which..." Kirigiri continued with the same cold 
expression on her face. "Who were you taking revenge on." 


"Inuzuka." 
"Inu-Inuzuka-san?" 
| asked rhetorically. 


"That guy... that bastard was the real culprit of the serial arson 
case." 


"But... Wasn't Inuzuka-san a detective?" 


And he's a detective who had reached rank ‘3’. Since he has 
reached such a rank, he is not an ordinary person. Doesn't this 
just prove that he has always solved incidents with a positive 
attitude and has been fighting criminals all the time? 


How could such a detective commit a crime... 


"You think that detectives don't commit crimes? That all 
detectives are heroes and saints? Then | urge you to abandon 
these thoughts from today. That guy was a hopeless scumbag. 


He... was always creating his own cases, then solve them 
himself. That's how he built his detective reputation. To put it 
simply, he was a self-directed detective." 


| felt that what | had always believed in has collapsed. 
Isn't a detective someone who helps the weak? 

My whole identity was being shaken. 

Aren't detectives... heroes? 


"Since the establishment of the Detective Library, he seems to 
have done a lot of absurd things to raise his rank. He’s so 
unscrupulous, and ended up with a rank ‘3’ which is a total 
disgrace. The whole world should applaud me for this. | 
eliminated an evil after all. Inuzuka... should not live in this 
world." 


"But... but..." 

| couldn't say anything. 

"Why did you kill Amino-san and Enbi-san?" 
Kirigiri asked. 


"Just as you deduced, because Enbi looks very similar to me, | 
chose him as my double. As for Amino... Well, if | had to use the 
dismemberment trick, | needed an additional body. | chose 
randomly. Incidentally, little girl, | chose you because you were 
the least experienced. | thought that a newcomer would be 
completely confused about what’s going on and could obediently 


follow my plan and smoothly become the poor murderer 
character." 


"| see." 


Kirigiri said so, and then, crossing her arms, turned her back to us, 
and walked near the wall. 


"In the end... | lost, but | succeeded in my revenge. In this sense, | 
am very grateful to that committee. At least for a few days, | was 
redeemed in a way, because | had something to live for, that 
would be revenge. The ending stings, but— at least it's over." 


Just then, a police siren sounded from outside. 
It’s the signal announcing the end of the case. 
"Did the people behind the monitors call the police here?" 


| turned my head to look in the direction where the sound came 
from. 


"Finally, the end." Asakura threw away the knife in his hand. 
"When | was almost set on fire, | really panicked. | kept holding a 
knife in the chair to prevent her from talking nonsense. If things 
fell apart, | would die with her. and if the game was over, | was 
going to kill her. | didn't expect that she would use that method to 
force me out of the safe area. | wonder if she knew that | had a 
fear of fire... that was reckless." 


Asakura smiled bitterly, and glanced at the back of Kirigiri. 


Did her determination make Asakura lose his will to fight? 


According to Asakura's plan, this incident should have ended with 
me accusing Kirigiri of the murders. In fact, | have been suspecting 
her all the time. | might have even done something bad to her if 
she made a wrong move. In that case, | wouldn’t have identified 
Enbi— or, Asakura as the real murderer, and he would win after 
168 hours. It's also possible— in the worst-case scenario, that 
Kirigiri and | would kill each other, and it would’ve ended like ‘And 
Then There Were None’. 


Thinking about it this way— it was Kirigiri Kkyoko who saved my 
life. 


This little detective solved the case. 
Her talent is beyond doubt. 


She has the ability to fight crime. She is the kind of detective who 
can become a hero. 


In my heart, my curiosity about Kirigiri Kyoko grew more and 
more. 


The siren stopped near the building, and the police poured into 
the hall in a rush. They seemed to have a pretty good idea of the 
situation, and quickly arrested Asakura and took him away. 


| stood at the entrance of Building B with Kirigiri and watched 
them leave. 


Before Asakura left, he whispered to us: 


"You two might be able to put an end to their game. If you’re 
willing to take this revenge for me, I’ll give you a hint." 


"A hint?" 


"They used the ranks of the Detective Library as a reference when 
choosing the detective that gets involved in the case." 


"Don't talk too much, get in the car." 


Asakura was pushed by the police, got into a black car, and went 
down the snow-filled road to the mountain. The snow had almost 
stopped, and the sky in the east was shining brightly. 


Kirigiri and | looked at each other, neither of us saying what was 
on our minds, and we went back to Building A together. 


We witnessed an unusual scene. 

The policemen who were still there just now disappeared. 
"We fell for it." 

Kirigiri said very reluctantly. 

"Fe—, what?" 


"The policemen just now... must’ve been members of the 
committee." 


"Oh no!" 


After an hour, the real police arrived at the Sirius Observatory. 
Although | doubted their identities at first, they seemed to be 


genuine. Kirigiri and | got into their police car and went down the 
mountain, leaving the stage of the incident. 


In addition, a black car had tumbled down the mountain road and 
was discovered by a citizen who happened to pass by that day. 
Inside the car was a man with prosthetic legs who died of a strong 
impact on his whole body. The police labeled the incident as an 
accident and declared through the media that there would be no 
further investigations on it. According to the report, the name of 
the deceased was Asakura Tadashi. 


The aftermath of the case prevented me from attending class for 
three days. And since I’m living in a dormitory on campus, my 
classmates, dormmates, as well as the squirrel-like girl from the 
handicraft club were very worried and came to visit me. | have 
always felt that | had no close friends or people | can trust. | never 
thought | would be this happy to have people who care so much 
about me. | felt a new appreciation for the beauty of this daily life. 


| heard that Kirigiri Kkyoko came to school as usual the day after 
the case. | heard Kirigiri kyoko's name on the school broadcast 
system, as she was Called to the staff's office in the middle school 
wing. | couldn't help but think how strange it is that she would be 
attending this school. That case was so detached from reality that 
the Kirigiri | saw at that time also gave me the same impression, 
as if she was not a real person. However, she is undoubtedly a 
person who exists in this world, a girl who goes to middle school 
just like her peers. 


On the fifth day after the case, | took advantage of the lunch 
break to take a look at the middle school wing of the school. | 
inquired about Kirigiri’s classroom from the homeroom teacher. 


The classroom was filled with the immature faces of middle 
school female students, and Kirigiri Kyoko was among them. 


She was sitting on a seat near the window, looking out the 
window with her hand on her cheek. Some people around her put 
their desks together to eat their bento, and some chattering like 
birds. Among them, Kirigiri Kyoko looked kind of isolated, but in a 
sense, she also blended in well with the class like an 
inconspicuous shadow. 


The students in the class noticed that | was looking into the 
classroom and began to stir a commotion. It spread to Kirigiri 
quickly, and that’s when she finally noticed me. 


Our eyes met. 


However, she looked out the window again as if nothing 
happened. 


"Wait, why are you ignoring me." 


| walked into the classroom, and stood next to Kirigiri, looking 
down at her with my arms crossed. The eyes of the entire 
classroom were now focused on us, and even the students who 
were chattering incessantly were silent. 


"It's not convenient to talk here, let's go out for a while." 


| almost forcibly dragged Kirigiri out. | think we will become the 
next hot topic in this classroom after this. 


| walked with Kirigiri to the front door where there were no one in 
sight. We leaned together, hiding our forms in the shadows of the 
rows of shoe cabinets. 


Kirigiri leaned back against the shoe cabinet and held her arms. 
"What's the matter?" 


Kirigiri said as she tilted her head up to look at me. Although her 
tone was cold, she didn't seem to be in a bad mood. | guess she is 
just usually like this. 


“Have you heard that Asakura-san died. It was also published in 
the newspaper, saying it was an accident." 


"When | realized that he was taken away by someone from the 
committee, | had already expected this to happen. | think he also 
knew exactly what how this would end up for him." 


Kirigiri's eyes fell on the floor, and she sighed. 


"Is the loser of the 'Black Challenge’ destined to be killed by the 
committee?" 


"Who knows. It may be the case when the money used to 
purchase the crime techniques cannot be repaid." 


| hung my head with one hand propped up on the shoe cabinet. 
Kirigiri's small head was close by. 


| inadvertently looked to the side and found that students in 
middle school uniforms were peeking at us. They noticed our sight 
and quickly hid. 


Because of that case, we now look like celebrities. The news 
reports described us as innocent ordinary girls implicated in the 
incident, and did not say that we were involved in it as detectives. 


"Hey, Kirigiri-chan, this shouldn't be the end of it, right?" 
"What do you mean?" 


"The Crime Victims’ Relief Committee— how can we let them get 
away with it! From what Asakura-san said, it seems that there are 
many similar games going on. If this is true, it would be similar to 
condoning criminal organizations." 


"I'm getting the impression that... you really like to play hero, Yui- 
onésama." 


She is still using the onésama title, which makes me feel very 
happy. | even thought about whether my relationship with her 
was written off after leaving the scene of the crime. It looks like 
this is not the case. 


"Some say that people who try to be heroes die early." 


"That’s because they put their lives on the line." | puffed out my 
chest proudly. "As a detective, | was prepared to sacrifice myself 
for the greater good a long time ago. This is not your specialty." 


"Is that so......" 

Kirigiri tilted her head and looked at me. 
Her eyes were very close to me. 

"What's wrong? Feeling uneasy?" 


"No." Kirigiri shook her head immediately, and then continued 
with some hesitation. "Since that day, | have been thinking about 
that detective, Inuzuka." 


"That self-directed detective, right? He was really terrible." 


"For me, a detective... is the bringer of the absolute truth. So, | 
have always been proud of my identity as a detective. But..." 


When she said this, she seemed to feel that she had said too 
much, and she suddenly closed her mouth tightly. 


"It's okay, go ahead." 


When | said this, her eyes wandered for a while, and finally lifted 
her head up and looked at me. She looked up at me with uneasy 
eyes and an unprecedented vulnerability and helplessness. 


"Detectives are not absolute... | have never felt a sense of this 
taken-for-granted fact. | was a little surprised to discover it, That’s 
all." 


She said so, lowering her head. 


The girls who peeked at us seemed to have something to say, | 
pretended not to see them, and put my hands on Kirigiri’s head. 


"For me, you were the angel who brought me the truth. It’s 
because of you that | was able to return to my peaceful life." 


"Peaceful life...... 


As if it was an unknown word to her, Kirigiri said it again like a 
parrot, and then stopped talking. 


"Are you free after school today? | have a place | want to go to; do 
you want to come with me?" 


"There's a place you want to go to?" 


"The Detective Library. Perhaps the key to cracking the secrets of 
the Crime Victims’ Relief Committee can be found there." 


After a long silence, Kirigiri nodded. 
"Then let’s meet there after school." 


| left before she could agree and walked out through the front 
door. The middle school girls made way for me. 


"We're on a date, a date!" 


| told those girls that, and they squealed. | went back to my school 
building while listening to their voices from behind. 


After school, when | got to the front gate, | saw Kirigiri sitting in 
the corner of the stairs reading a book. 


| couldn't help but stand still and observe her. Her eyes were 
focused on scanning the texts. Her face is so pure, she doesn't 
look like a detective who could solve bloody murder cases. Among 
the students rushing home after school, her figure reading quietly 
is like a perfect painting. 


Kirigiri noticed my sight and raised her head to look at me. 
"Were you watching for a long time?" 


"Yeah, sorry." | ran to her. "I didn't realize | was looking at you for 
long, you’re just so cute." 


"Don’t tease me." 


"What are you looking at so attentively? Oh, is it Soji Shimada's 
new book?" 


"No, it's a notebook." 


Kirigiri showed me the notebook with the black cover. Ah, 
speaking of which, I’ve seen this notebook before. She got up 
from the stairs and patted the back of her skirt lightly. 


"It has everything my grandpa taught me related to detectives 
written on it." 


"It's admirable that you're concentrating on your research so early 
in life." 


"| have always been like this." 


"Really. Hey, considering where we are going next, maybe we 
should tighten our nerves a bit then." 


Together we went out through the front doors, through the 
campus, and out of the old-fashioned gate. There wasn't much to 
talk about between us, so we walked side by side in silence. For 
us, the shopping streets with Christmas songs playing were just 
irrelevant landscapes. 


We waited at the bus stop. 


There was still a little snow under our feet that hadn't melted, and 
was dispersible with a light kick. While waiting for the bus, | just 
kicked and played with the snow, but Kirigiri never joined in. 


The bus arrived, and | sat in the same row with Kirigiri. To the 
other passengers, we probably look like a pair of a middle school 
and a high school students who have a close relationship. | wish 
that was the case in reality. 


"Was there anything abnormal after that?" 
| asked. 
"Abnormal?" 


"We heard a lot of secrets about the Crime Victims’ Relief 
Committee from Asakura-san. Although | am not sure, | think... 


now that we know the secrets of such a large criminal 
organization, our lives might be in danger as well." 


"There is nothing abnormal around me." 


"Did your grandpa say anything? | want to hear your grandpa's 
opinion too. He should be equivalent to your mentor, right?" 


"Grandpa is in Los Angeles right now. | told him about the incident 
on the phone, but he wasn’t too concerned. That means that 
incident wasn’t enough to catch his interest, | think." 


This grandpa’s standards are really high. Will this little girl in front 
of me become an international detective someday just like him? 


"Grandpa said there was only one thing he cared a little bit 
about." 


"What's that?" 


"Grandpa seems to have something to do with the establishment 
of the Detective Library." 


"Wow... isn't that too amazing? Just how powerful is this 
detective family of yours." 


Her origin surprised me again. She has an extraordinary sense of 
pride in her detective identity, which | already knew. | guess it 
must have been formed among the family she grew up in. 


What kind of place is Kirigiri's house? 


"As for my family, it's very ordinary, nothing surprising about it." 


"You said that you are ready to make sacrifices as a detective. 
Where did you get this determination from?" 


Kirigiri looked at me with surprised eyes. 
"Do you doubt that | am?" 

"No, | don't doubt you." 

Kirigiri turned her eyes to the window. 


"Are you still angry because | thought you were the murderer? | 
really feel bad about that." 


"I’m not angry." 
"Really? that's good..." 


The scenery outside the bus window gradually turned into a 
secluded residential area. Large trees were planted neatly on both 
sides of the road, and the bare branches had no leaves, stretching 
out into the gray sky. It was uncanny that there was no person on 
the street scene in front of me. 


"Next stop, In Front of the Detective Library— In Front of the 
Detective Library—" 


The bus announcement rang. 

"Kirigiri-chan, you want to press the bus-stop button." 
"| didn't say | want to press it." 

"Then is it okay if | press it?" 


"Feel free to do so." 


",,.Let's press it together. I'll count, one, two..." 
"Just press it already." 
"Fufu, just kidding." 


| leaned out my body across Kirigiri’s and pressed the button by 
the window. 


Before long, the bus stopped. 


When we got off the bus, we were surrounded by the still, cold 
air. The atmosphere here is obviously different from the city. In 
front of us, the high fences were connected together, and behind 
which, | can see an old building that looks like a haunted house. 


We walked along the fence to the gate of the Detective Library. 


Finally, we came to an iron door with pillars on both sides, which 
felt a bit exaggerated. The iron door opened wide, and | can see 
inside the door was a foyer in the Western architectural style. We 
walked up side by side along the stone stairs where the snow 
hadn't completely melted. 


"Have you been here before?" 

| asked. 

"No, this is my first time here." 

"Didn't you come here when you registered?" 
"Grandpa did it for me." 


"So, is the Detective Library like a place to study for you." 


Kirigiri nodded. 


"At first, | didn't really understand the point of registering here, 
but after hearing your explanation, onésama, | feel like | 
understand it a bit." 


"What do you mean?" 


"For a detective's talent to be recognized, the only way is to 
work towards rank zero." 


Kirigiri's expression stiffened. 
| finally began to understand her a little. 
Other than being a detective, she really has nothing. 


It must be her extraordinary family environment at play. There 
should be a reason why she wants to be recognized for her 
detective talent so strongly. 


"If you have the talent, others will naturally see it. You should be 
fine, so you don't have to carry such a heavy burden, right?" 


Kirigiri ignored my words and just glanced at me. 


"Besides, even if your rank is raised, it doesn’t necessarily mean 
that you are a good detective. You see, a person like Inuzuka KO is 
an example." 


"But if you want to make a detective's name for yourself, you 
need a certain level of acclaim." 


"Making a name for yourself... huh. You sound very confident 
about this statement." 


Kirigiri didn't respond to my words and opened the door by 
herself and went in. 


| quickly followed her. 


After entering the door, a scent of old books and old wood rushed 
into the nose. The current Detective Library is only about 15 years 
old, | heard that the origin of this building was a library built more 
than 50 years ago. 


Kirigiri stopped at the front door, and looked around. She seems 
to have lost her way. 


"Kirigiri-chan." | called out to her. "You should go to the counter 
to update your card. After solving the last case, maybe your rank 
has been raised." 


"Ves," 


Kirigiri walked a few steps forward alone, then suddenly stopped 
to wait for me. It seems she thought it would be better to let me 
lead the way. 


| took her to the counter. 


Recently, many libraries have become modernized. Like having 
electronic procedures, and counters made to look like banks or 
restaurants, but the Detective Library is still old-fashioned that 
maintains its fine traditions. The staff member behind the counter 
is wearing white shirts and black sleeves, dressed in a classical 
manner. 


"Excuse me... I'd like to request you to update my card..." 


| took out the card and said to the staff member behind the 
counter. This staff member is a middle-aged old gentleman who is 
about fifty years old, with deep sunken cheeks, giving the 
impression of a scholar. He looked at me for a long time, then 
took the card and looked at me for a long time again. 


"One moment, please." 


The staff member stood up slowly and walked to the computer 
inside the counter. | saw that the computer had three monitors in 
total, and he gazed at one of them while inserting my card into 
one of the slots beside him. 


"...Hmm, the contents have been updated. | will make changes 
right away, please wait a moment. Is it okay to leave the photo as 
it is?" 


"Yes, no change." 
"Alright." 
"And her card too please, take a look at it." 


After speaking, | urged Kirigiri to take out the card, Kirigiri took 
out the card from the notebook and handed it to the staff 
member. 


"Please wait for 5 minutes." 


While waiting, we looked around with boredom. The room where 
the counter is located has doors on the front and back, it’s a 
separate room. | can walk through the front door and enter the 
room where the detective files are displayed. 


There are several staff members at the offices, all of whom seem 
to be doing transactional work. In this suffocating environment, | 
can't hear a word of gossip. The Detective Library has always 
advertised itself as neutral and has nothing to do with any 
organization, but who are these staff members? When | think 
about it, people like these who work silently like machines look 
creepy. 


"Okay, it's done." 


The old man at the counter returned to us with two cards, and we 
took them. 


Samidare Yui DSC number [887] 


"Ah! | got a rank up! Yaaay, nice, nice!" 
| couldn't help but jump up and down. 
"Shhh, please keep quiet in the hall." 
The staff reminded me. 

"Sorry!" 

| apologize quietly. 


"Thanks to Kirigiri-chan | was able to raise my rank, | didn't do 
anything after all. Kirigiri-chan, where's your card?" 


"My level has also improved." 


Kirigiri Kyoko DSC number [917] 


"That's amazing! Two rank up!" 
"Silence!" 


"I'm sorry..." | apologized again. "You reached rank ‘7’ in your first 
grade of middle school, which is quite remarkable. You’re 
probably the first one to do that since the establishment of the 
Detective Library. You are really something." 


"If this continues, we have to solve 4 cases of the same scale as 
the Sirius Observatory case to reach rank zero." 


Kirigiri was as calm as ever. 


"Y-yes... But, first of all, congrats, | have been caught up by the 
newcomer huh? But anyway... a team of a high school girl and a 
middle school girl at rank ‘7’, isn't it impressive?" 


"A team? | don't remember such a thing." 


"Hey, I- I'm just saying, from other people’s perspective, it 
probably can be used as a promotional slogan." 


| said in a panic. 


In any case, our ranks have been improved, which is a good thing. 
Kirigiri’s talent is getting recognized, which especially makes me 
feel very happy, as if this is my own matter. 


"Aren't you happy?" 


"Lam." 


"If you’re happy, you should smile. Want to take a picture as a 
memento?" 


“People told me to suppress my feelings as much as possible." 
Kirigiri put the card back into her notebook, and suddenly turned 
her head to the side. "Enough about that, | thought of a good idea 
to get close to the Crime Victims’ Relief Committee." 


"Eh, you can still think about what's next at such an exciting 
moment?" 


"You were the only one who was excited, Yui-onésama." 
"Y-yeah but..." 

"Take me to the room where the detective files are kept." 
"Yes yes, as you wish, milady." 

| walked past the counter and opened the door in front of me. 
The view suddenly opened up. 


This is the forest of detectives. A room with a high ceiling, 
bookshelves that stand upright and lined up like trees. Except 
they don’t have green leaves, but files about detectives. About 
65,500 detective files even blocking the sunlight shining through 
the window, making it difficult to see our feet. 


The shelves are labeled with DSC numbers. People who come to 
the library can refer to these labels to find the detective they are 
looking for. Besides us, there are several people in the library. 
From divorce disputes to finding lost puppies, from murder cases 


to international problems, people with all kinds of difficulties 
gather here. 


"And then what, what's the idea you're talking about?" 


"| found through this rank increase that the rank of the case 
solved and the rank raised are related." 


"Hmm... and then?" 


"The Sirius Observatory case that implicated us can be used as an 
indicator." 


"Yeah." 

"Haven't you noticed yet, onésama." 
"Umm..." 

| hummed as | crossed my arms. 


"The Sirius Observatory case used criminal techniques planned by 
the Crime Victims’ Relief Committee. By solving this incident, my 
rank rose by two. | don’t know if this was just luck or not... 
because | encountered 'a case that can guarantee a rank up if 
solved’, and this case was such a difficulty. On the other side, Yui- 
oneésama has never encountered such a case before, so after 
three years, she has only been promoted by one rank." 


"Don't others often say that the talent to encounter cases is also 
part of becoming a great detective..." 


"With that | came to this conclusion... Among high-ranking 
detectives, there should also be people who have received the 


‘Black Challenge’, especially those who have not been registered 
for a long time but are still exceptionally high-ranking." 


"Ah, | get it!" 


"Perhaps some detectives won not only one or two ‘Black 
Challenges’, but many more." 


"Yes, there must be such people! Is that what Asakura-san was 
trying to say at that time?" 


"Let's find out if there are such eye-catching detectives." 


Kirigiri looked up at the labels of the DSC numbers while moving 
along the bookshelves. She first went towards the [000] 
bookshelf, which is the ‘General — General — Rank 0’ Triple-Zero 
rank bookshelf. 


The shelf was in the deepest part of the room. a small bookshelf 
stood there, like a throne, or like a secret treasure display. 


There are three files on the bookshelf. 


"It’s only a rumor, but | heard that there were four Triple-Zero 
detectives in the past, and one of them had his record erased. No 
one knows why." 


| spoke to Kirigiri as if I’m whispering. 
Kirigiri remained silent and took one of the files. 


The file is contained in a high-quality leather binder with the 
detective's name and DSC number written on the back. 


Ryuzoji Gekka — DSC Number [000] 


The three zeros are shining brightly. 


Once the file is opened, the first page that greeted us is a resume 
in the standard format of the Detective Library. From the 
registration photo, he looks younger than | thought he would be, 
very cool-looking too. He doesn’t look like the bookworm type, 
roughly speaking, he is a masculine and attractive man, suitable 
for growing a beard or combing his head backwards. Judging from 
the date of birth, he should be 42 years old by now. 


"The number of cases he has solved is staggering." 


The number of pages archived in the file is the largest among the 
Triple-Zero rank detectives. 


"| remember that this man is an armchair detective. He is 
nicknamed 'The Armchair Earl’. He doesn't need to spend time 
going to the crime scenes to investigate, so he is able to solve 
many cases at the same time from his home." 


"Hmm-—, what a laid-back detective." 

“How can you say that about a Triple-Zero detective." 
| criticized Kirigiri. 

"Sorry." 

Kirigiri apologized honestly. 


"Yep yep, remember to be respectful." 


"What about this one." 


Kirigiri took the file next to it. 


Johnny Arp — DSC number [000] 


"This guy is super famous, he’s American." | immediately began to 
show off my knowledge. "In this country, he’s the only detective 
who is allowed by the police to carry a gun. Well, on that topic, | 
only know there were some agreements between the FBI and the 
police about that... Anyway, he often comes to this country not as 
a detective, but with the 'Law Enforcer’ title." 


"| know him too." 

"Ah, really?" 

"| learned how to shoot guns from him in America." 
"Huh... Eh? You know him personally?" 

"| wonder if he remembers me at all." 


"| didn't expect you to know one of the Triple-Zeroes... He looks a 
bit like Brad Pitt in the picture, so cool! Introduce him to me!" 


"He lives in New York. Yui-onésama, can you speak English?" 
"Uhbh......" 
| could only stay silent. 


"| didn't even know he was a Triple-Zero before." 


Kirigiri put Johnny's file aside and took the third file. 


Mikagami Rei — DSC number [000] 


Opening the file, the resume was conspicuously blank. There is no 
photo, gender is undetermined, and the age is unknown. 
Although this person hasn’t solved many cases, each one of them 
was a spectacular case that has fascinated detectives and 
reasoning fans all over the world. For example, the Road Hill 


House murder in England, and the Great Lakes serial murders 


across Canada and the U.S., and so on, even | had heard of them. 


"This file has no reference value." Kirigiri immediately put the file 
back on the shelf. "It doesn't even have contact information. | 
wonder if talking to the staff here would help us get in touch with 
them." 


"No, that’s impossible. The staff will not directly provide 
intermediary services to detectives and clients, but it is possible to 
leave a message for detectives through the counter." 


"There's really no way then." Kirigiri showed a discontented 
expression and stroked her three-strand braid. "But these Triple- 
Zero ranks are too exceptional, | don’t think they are the kind of 
detectives we are looking for." 


"Then let's look in the Double-Zero ranks, shall we?" 


"OK." 


We walked to the corresponding bookshelf. 


Double-Zero refers to a detective whose second number 
classification is zero, and the rank maxed out at zero. Since the 
first-level classification is not zero, you have to look on shelves of 
different classifications. 


We walked forward as if we were strolling in the middle of a 
detective forest while surveying the countless files. 


"| heard that there are about 20 Double-Zero detectives in total." 
"That's quite a lot." 


"That makes them around 1 out of 3000 people, right? When you 
think about it like that, it makes you feel like the Triple-Zero rank 
is unattainable." 


| sighed heavily. 


After that, we spent almost an hour looking at 7 Double-Zero rank 
detectives. We especially chose those who haven't registered for 
a long time. 


Among these detectives, is there anyone who had recieved the 
‘Black Challenge’? 


We went to the reading room and looked at the summary of the 
cases in the files. But of course, it was not written whether these 
events are ‘Black Challenges’ or not, and we can only roughly 
judge whether there is such a possibility. 


"As expected, there are no direct contact information for the 
Double-Zero ranks either." 


"What to do?" 


Kirigiri asked as she peeked out from her seat and stared at the 
file. 


"We'll have to leave a message." 


The detective library has always been old-fashioned, even in this 
era of e-mail, messages are still being used. 


Kirigiri and | put our heads together and wrote down a message to 
the Double-Zero detectives. The text was as simple as it could be, 
because we felt that would be more likely to arouse the 
detectives’ interest. 


‘| would like some information about the Crime Victims’ Relief 
Committee, please contact me if you know. Samidare Yui’ 


"This will do." 


After giving the message slip to the counter for safekeeping, | 
planned to leave the Detective Library. 


"C’mon, let's go back, Kirigiri-chan." 
Kirigiri nodded and followed me. 


We passed through the gate into the street where the winter 
wind was blowing. We walked together to the bus stop and 
waited. 


"You don't have a dormitory. Are you a walk-in student?" 


"Yes, grandpa is taking care of me." 
“Huh? Where are your parents?" 
"Neither is around anymore." 

Kirigiri looked ahead of the road and said. 
",..sorry, | asked something insensitive." 


Speaking of which, when she mentioned her father earlier, she 
had a complicated reaction as well. It seems it’s better to mention 
her family matters as little as possible. 


The bus came, and we sat side by side just like we did when we 
came here. 


Kirigiri pressed the bus-stop button halfway. 
"| will get off at the next stop." 


"Really. I'll let you know right away if | get contacted by a Double- 
Zero." 


Kirigiri just nodded and got off the bus without even saying 
goodbye. 


—This kid is really not easy to get along with. 


But | think she has a very straightforward personality. Her focused 
and sincere attitude towards detective work cannot be explained 
by a sense of duty alone. 


She has a pure love for detective work. 


The scenery outside the car window had begun to darken. | got off 
the bus halfway down the shopping street, planning to walk back 
on my own. 


It is almost Christmas. 
There are final exams before that. 
After the exams is the winter break. 


Am | going to spend this Christmas alone eating chocolate cake 
again? 


Days passed one by one, and the winter break arrived, yet there 
has been no response to the messages we left in the Detective 
Library. 


As soon as the winter break arrived, the dormitory suddenly 
became empty, because everyone went back to their homes. And 
since the winter break is short, many students come back as soon 
as it is over. 


| don't want to go home. Because my parents are working, even if 
| go back, | can’t reunite with my family, and there are other 
reasons why | don’t want to go home. 


Spending Christmas in the dormitory this year, too— 


| laid on my back on the bed, staring at the familiar ceiling. At that 
time, what emerged in my mind was the face of Kirigiri KyOko. 


| wonder what she's doing now... 


| should’ve taken her contact info. | wonder if she even has a cell 
phone. 


| suddenly thought of something. 


If | go to the Detective Library, maybe | can ask for her contact 
info. Because she is a newcomer, she is likely to leave it on her 
file, so it would be more convenient for her to accept 
commissions. 


| immediately rushed to the Detective Library. 


The Detective Library was as quiet as ever, but there are more 
people here today than usual. Probably because there are more 
people in trouble at the end of the year. 


"Are there any messages for me?" 


| went to the counter and asked, and of course, there were no 
messages. 


Then | checked Kirigiri KyOko’s file. In the cases record, the Sirius 
Observatory case has been added. 


The phone number is written on the resume page. | wrote down 
the number and left the Detective Library. 


After returning to the dormitory, | called her. 
The voice coming out of the receiver was that of an elderly male. 


‘Yes... Hello...... 


"Hello, | am Samidare Yui from the same school as KyOko-san. | 
have been taken care of by Kyoko-san the other day..." 


‘Ah, so you are detective Samidare-san? My granddaughter is also 
thanking you for taking care of her.’ 


"No no, Kyoko-san really helped me a lot." 
‘Did she now, you are too polite.’ 


The response from the other side sounded very pleased. This 
person must be her grandfather. Has he already returned from 
Los Angeles? 


"May | ask if KyOko-san is home?" 
‘| will have her continue the call.’ 


It didn't take long for Kyoko’s voice to come through from the 
other side of the receiver. 


‘Yes.’ 

"Ah, Kirigiri-chan." 
‘Yui-onésama?’ 

"Yeah, it's been a long time!" 


| hadn't heard her voice for several days, and it made my 
emotions run high. 


‘| don’t think it’s even been a week.’ 


"That doesn’t matter, can you come to school the day after 
tomorrow?" 


‘Sure.’ 
"Then let’s meet at the school gate at 7 PM." 
"The school gate should be closed by then." 


"But it will open the day after tomorrow. Why you may ask? I'll 
tell you then. You must come!" 


| hung up before hearing her answer. 
She must feel overwhelmed now. 


| got into bed while imagining her expression. 


Light snow fell and stopped every now and then in the morning. A 
dim gray sky like this often makes people feel like nothing. 


| leaned my back against the pillar of the school gate, waiting for 
Kirigiri to appear. It was almost 7 o'clock, the meeting time. The 
headlights of the cars speeding by on the road in front of me 
reflected the tiny crystals of snow, dissipating into the cold night 
sky. | breathed out to warm my frozen fingertips, and the breath 
that | exhaled turned into a cloud of white mist that stayed in the 
air for a while. 


At last, Kirigiri KkyOko appeared, walking from across the road 
towards me. 


She was wearing her uniform as usual, with a coat over it, and 
approached me in the darkness of the snowy night. 


"I'm sorry to call you out so late!" 


| waved my hands to greet her from far away before she reached 
the school gate. 


"It's because there is Christmas Mass today." Kirigiri said, with 
both hands in the pockets of her coat. "The question you 
mentioned when you called. You hung up the phone before | said 
the answer, so that's what | came here to tell you today. Now 
then, I'm going back." 


Kirigiri turned around and really started to walk back along the 
road. 


"Wait a minute!" 
"What?" 
Kirigiri turned back around. 


Her expression didn't change, and | think she looks even colder 
than usual. 


"Just for today, can you stop remembering your usual habits and 
come live my daily life with me for a bit?" 


"—What do you mean?" 
"C’mon, c'mon." 
| grabbed Kirigiri's wrist and pulled her toward the gate. 


| can see the church directly in front, and it seems that Mass has 
already started inside. The lights, which were usually not turned 
on, were brightly lit today by the snowy sky. It was a dreamy sight 
to see, a lonely church hazily appearing in the midst of the 
darkness. 


"This way.” 
| beckoned to Kirigiri. 


The door to the school building was open. Usually the doors 
should be closed at this time, but the hymn team has to do some 
preparatory work in the classroom on Christmas night, so the 
doors are open today. 


But there are no lights inside, it's pitch black. 
"Do you want to go in?" 

Kirigiri stopped hesitantly. 

"Oh right, are you perhaps afraid of ghosts?" 
",..1 don't think there can be any ghosts here." 


"Haven't you heard? They say they often appear at school 
buildings at night." 


",,.Lies, there are no such things. It's not logical." 
Kirigiri looked around vigilantly, her body tensed up. 
"It's okay, come on." 


Still clutching Kirigiri's slim wrist, we walked forward along the 
dark corridor. Even though it was a holy night, the empty school 
buildings at night were still creepy. If something suddenly were to 
appear, it would probably be a ghost turkey or an axe-wielding 
Santa Claus. 


| walked up the stairs of the school building with Kirigiri. 


When | reached the top floor, | pushed the door in front of me. 
“How did you open the door without a key?" 


"It's actually not that tricky. Just shake the door handle up and 
down a few times, and the door lock will be released." 


"—| see." 
We reached the rooftop. 


There was also a thin layer of snow on the roof. Of course, there 
are no people here. At least on this Christmas night, we are the 
first to leave our footprints here. 


We walked to the fence together and looked down at the church 
across the street. 


The whole church turned into a light, illuminating the 
surroundings very brightly, and | can see those who are going to 
the Mass, among them are students in uniform, parents with 
children, and couples of men and women. 


"Look, it's so pretty." 


| stole a glance at the side of Kirigiri’s face and asked her what she 
thought. However, her expression was the same as usual, staring 
blankly at the scene below the fence. 


"Hey, Kirigiri-chan, I'm still very grateful to you." 
When | said this, she turned her head around and tilted her face. 


"Although the way we met was terrible, | always feel fortunate 
that the person | met was you. How should | put it... I've been 


going to school while working as a detective, but | still feel 
disjointed in this way of my existence. To be honest, | sometimes 
wonder why | am a detective." 


"Is that so." 


"This... | never told you before. | lost a younger sister when | was a 
kid." 


Kirigiri silently met my gaze. 


"After my sister was kidnapped, she was killed before we found 
her. The case was never solved. Yeah, that used to be the reason 
why | wanted to be a detective. Because | couldn't protect my 
sister, | felt very saddened, so | set my ambition to become a 
detective. Maybe it was me who was kidnapped at that time, 
because my sister looked like me. The more | thought about it, the 
more | felt—" 


| couldn't say more. 


| put my fingers on the fence and stared at the snowy sky in the 
distance. 


"There are times when | can hardly find a reason to continue 
being a detective. | want to help others, | want to solve other 
people's difficulties, of course | also have these thoughts. But are 
these just me fooling myself... | sometimes think like this. In the 
end, | probably just want to wash away my sins, so I’m keeping my 
emotions in check by being a detective..." 


"Umm—" 


“But when | saw you, | began thinking that those feelings were 
silly. The reason why you became a detective— I'm not quite sure 
about it yet, but being a detective makes you shine very brightly 
to me. This kind of indomitable spirit, | would love to learn it from 


you. 
"The reason | became a detective..." 

Kirigiri whispered, watching the falling snow like | did. 
"Haven't you thought about it?" 

"No." 

She answered without hesitation. 


"So cool, you're a natural detective then. But... one day in the 
future, you may also be troubled by this reason like me. | hope 
you will keep this purity you have now even at that time. That's all 
| wanted to say." 


The doors of the church opened, and the hymn team holding 
candles began to line up outside the doors, it looks like Mass is 
over. Dots of candlelight stretched like signposts toward the 
school gate. 


"By the way, | have something for you." 


| took out a small paper bag from my coat pocket with a ribbon 
seal on it. | handed it to Kirigiri. 


"What is this?" 


"A Christmas present." 


"Can... |open it?" 
"Yeah." 


Kirigiri took the paper bag, unwrapped the ribbon seal, and took 
out the contents. 


It was a small, beautiful rose-in-vitro that | came across and 
bought by chance in the shopping street. For some reason, | 
always felt that it overlaps with the impressions she left on me to 
some extent, so | just bought it as a gift to her. 


"This is called a rose-in-vitro. It looks exactly like you... Would you 
be angry if | said that?" 


Kirigiri's eyes sparkled, and she shook her head. 
"That... uh... thank you, it's beautiful..." 


Her face turned slightly red as her gaze was transfixed on the 
rose. It looks like she liked the gift very much. The snowflakes 
were slightly coating the vitro, making the glass look more and 
more translucent. 


“Umm... Yui-onésama." 

"What?" 

"Am |a replacement for your dead sister?" 
Kirigiri looked up at me through the rose-in-vitro. 


"Th-that’s not true! There is absolutely no such thing, you are you. 
How could anyone be able to replace my dead sister." 


"Really? that's good." 


"Do you understand me?" 


"| understand." Kirigiri said, holding the rose-in-vitro to her chest. 
"By the way... | also have to thank you, Yui-onésama. Thank you 
for believing in me during that case." 


"Not at all... | haven't done anything worthy of thanks..." 
| was a little embarrassed and quickly denied it. 
| suddenly remembered what happened that night. 


"Speaking of which! We hadn't done what we promised to do at 
that time." 


| said this, and stretched out my right hand. 
"A promise?" 


"| said that the real handshake should be left until everything is 
solved, when you and | are safe and sound. Remember?" 


Kirigiri nodded and took a step closer to me. 

Then extended her little hand. 

Our cold fingertips intertwined gently. 

"Please take care of me, Kirigiri KyOko-chan." 

"—Please take care of me, Yui-onésama." 

At this moment, the phone in my coat vibrated. 

| took it out and saw that it was a number | hadn't seen before. 


| glanced at Kirigiri, she nodded, and | pressed the call button. 


"Hello......?" 

no response. 

"Hello?" 

| said again, and then listened to any sound from the speaker. 


At that moment, the sound of loud music came from the other 
end of the call. 


The volume gradually got louder. 


Isn’t this music Wagner's ‘Flight of the Valkyries’? 


As the music gradually increased in volume, a loud roar came 
from nowhere. The sound didn't come from the other end of the 
phone, but from the middle of the snowy night sky. 


Red and white lights flickered in the darkness. 


Accompanied by unscrupulous noises, the thing approached this 
place at an alarming speed. 


It’s a helicopter. 


The smooth-surface gray flying object came over our heads. The 
wind pressure generated by the rotation of the propeller blew our 
hair everywhere. Kirigiri pressed one hand against her skirt and 
clutched the fence with the other. 


Looking closely, a man was standing in the open hatch with his 
legs spread out. The hem of his close-fitting suit was flapping up 
and down, and his fancy tie was fluttering in the wind. And best of 


all, the white pompom of his Christmas hat was bouncing around 
his head. 


"Merry Christmas!" 


A male voice suddenly came from my phone. At the same time, 
the man on the plane exaggeratedly raised the mobile phone in 
his left hand in the air, as if showing it to me. 


What in the world is going on? 


The helicopter was hovering in the air while approaching the 
school building roof. It looks like ‘Flight of the Valkyries’ is the 
background music playing inside the helicopter, and judging from 
the trumpet held by the man's right hand, part of it was played 
live. 


| looked up dumbfounded, the man with the trumpet in his hand 
just jumped directly from the helicopter to the rooftop! 


The man straightened his suit lapel and tie, and gestured at the 
helicopter. The helicopter immediately rose into the sky and flew 
away. 


The man approached me and Kirigiri leisurely. 

Who is he? 

Is he an assassin sent by the Crime Victims’ Relief Committee? 
Kirigiri and | took a guard posture as we clung to each other. 
Eh? 


But this man— | think I've seen him somewhere before. A 
gentleman with a wild appearance, probably over 30 years old— 


"Greetings to you! Lovely young detective ladies." 
"Are you...” 


"Indeed! | am the great detective nicknamed ‘Allegro Agitato’, 
Nanamura Suisei!" 


| remember him! 


We left a message to the Double-Zero detectives in the Detective 
Library, and he is one of them, Nanamura Suisei. DSC number 
[900]— a Double-Zero with number ‘9’ is quite rare. 


"Could it be... the 'Black Challenge'?" 


"Exactly." 


Nakamura took out the black envelope from the inner pocket of 
his suit. 


As expected, we got an opportunity to get close to the Crime 
Victims’ Relief Committee. 


However, | did not expect that a respectable Double-Zero 
detective would come so suddenly... and | never thought that his 
way of showing up would be this exaggerated... 


"The hotel is very eager to welcome us." 


| took the black envelope and looked at the contents with Kirigiri. 


"That case was good enough to catch the interest of a Double- 
Zero rank, but it may’ve been a very miserable experience for the 
two of you newcomers— how about it, wanna come with me?" 


Me and Kirigiri looked at each other. 
Then nodded at the same time. 


"Certainly!" 


—To be continued 
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A message to the detective, 
Lister to the cry of the black 


Locatiow: 

Murder Weapow: 
Murder weapow: 
Murder Weapow: 
Murder weapow: 


Murder Weanow, 


Normow’s Hotel 

Pocket Knife 

Pistol (RevoWwer) 

Hammer 

Rope 

Car 10 milliow 
Hiddew roow 100 milliow 
Disappearance 100 milliow 
Cash 1 billiow 


Total expenditure; 1.316 billiow 


Based on the above expenses, semmmow the folowing detective: 


Nanamurw Suiser 
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